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FOREWORD
This series of simple and interesting talks with juniors
is eloquent proof of the fact that their author, a minister,
understands and likes boys and girls. In his work with
the children of the church, he has developed a rare skill
in using objects helpfully as a vital part of each talk.
Because the objects he has selected always are relevant
to the message he is presenting, his method is an educa
tionally sound technique of instruction.
A second important technique used skillfully by the
author is the introduction of children into the activity
wherever the church situation makes it possible. This
method draws the minister or teacher into the immediate
circle of the children, which not only increases their in
terest in the lesson but creates mutual understanding be
tween him and the group. The result is a bond of interest
and respect invaluable to good teaching. Because he un
derstands and respects his audience, the author has mas
tered the temptation to talk down to children.
The talks themselves are challenging lessons for juniors,
simply stated and skillfully illustrated. Leaders of boys
and girls will find this book a mine of helpful material.
Experienced and successful workers with children will
approve it because the author has wisely removed the
objectionable features that often have been introduced
where objects and child-activity were used.

The Editors

CONTENTS
PAGE

1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
7.
8.
9.
10.
11.
12.

Squaring Up
Links .....................................................
Eyes That See.....................................
Lassoing Friends ................................
The Prayer Telephone....................
T.N.T
Bee-ing ...................................................
Behind the Scenes..............................
Hypocrites .............................................
Remember ! ...........................................
The Feather and the Sword........
Beans, Nuts, and Life.....................

13.
14.
15.
16.
17.
18.
19.
20.
21.
22.
23.
24.
25.
26.

What Do You Stand For?
Freedom’s Textbook .........................
Balloons, Bald Eagles, and Boys .
Shepherds Find the Christ Child
Boomerang ...........................................
A New Page.........................................
It's Contagious! .................................
International House.......................
How Old Is a Pen? .........................
What Is in Your Hand?.................
Uncle Abe ............................................
Guess Who! .........................................
Importance ..........................................
In Bondage to Self .........................

,
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.
.

11
14
17
20
23
26
29
32
35
38
41
44
47
50
53
56
60
63
66
70
73
76
79
82
84
87
9

10

CONTENTS
PAGE

27. Like Flint.............
28.
29.
30.
31.
32.
33.
34.
35.
36.
37.
38.
39.
40.
41.
42.
43.
44.
45.
46.
47.

48.
49.
50.

Measuring the Cross..................
The Unseen Certainty ..............
Christ’s Reflection ....................
Good News Papers........................
Multiplication ............................
Shoulders Wanted! ....................
Doing the Impossible..................
Faith .................................................
Mothers ...........................................
“I’d Love To!”..................................
Branches .........................................
Doing a Good Job..........................
Christ in the Temple................
The Hope of the World............
Books To Burn..............................
Pictures of God .............................
Grasshoppers and Giants............
The Bug That Was Made a God
Concealed Weapons .....................
The Sundial’s Sermon................
Puppet or Person?........................
Me Last! .........................................
Holding and Having....................

90
94
97
100
103
106
109
112
115
118
121
123
126
129
132
135
138
140
143
146
148
151
155
158

1
SQUARING UP
“Pray for us: for we are persuaded that we have a good con
science, desiring to live honorably in all things."—Heb. 13:18.
Objects: Drawing board and two T-squares, one accurate and
the other crooked. Two drawings of houses on the board: one
with lines straight and true, the other crooked.

Here are pictures of two houses, one with straight lines
and one as crooked as a corkscrew. Which house would
you rather live in?
Since I drew both pictures, I can. tell you why one is
straight and the other so crooked. The crooked one I
drew “free hand” without paying any attention at all to
measurements or rulers. The other one I drew carefully
with the aid of a T-square.
I want to show you how a T-square works. As I move
the T-square up and down over the drawing board, every
line I draw using it as a ruler will be exactly parallel
with all the other lines. Then if I wish to draw a line
running the opposite way, I can lay an angle rule right
along on top of the T-square and again make the line
straight and accurate.
In fact, lines made in this way are so true that houses
and great buildings are first drawn on paper and then
built according to the measurements on the paper pic
ture. This is done by reducing the size and drawing
according to “scale.” For instance, if the house or build
ing is to be twenty feet long, the picture will be twenty
inches long, or twenty half-inches, which would be ten
inches. So by using the “scale” an architect can draw the
plans for a great skyscraper on paper and the measure11
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ments will be so accurate that the contractor can construct
the actual building by the drawing.
The other day I saw a draftsman making a drawing
by the use of a mechanical type of T-square. It was
made like an arm, bending at the shoulder and the elbow.
Wherever that arm was moved over the drawing board
the edge was a ruler accurate and true. Using this, the
draftsman worked much faster than with the ordinary
T-square.
As I watched that mechanical T-square, it occurred
to me that you and I have something very much like
that which we carry around with us all the time.
Our T-square is called “conscience.”
If we follow our T-square conscience, all the lines of
our lives will be true to the ideals we have. The plan or
drawing of our lives will be accurate. If we fail to fol
low our conscience, we put crooked lines on our plan of
life, and the drawing becomes confused and difficult to
read.
I have another T-square here which I wish to put on
the drawing board. At once you see that this one is
really no good at all for it is crooked. No one could
make a straight drawing with this. The T-square itself
is out of line.
Did you know it is possible for a conscience to be like
this crooked T-square?
You will notice that our scripture verse speaks of a
“good” conscience. That would suggest that consciences
might sometimes be bad or out of line. A conscience,
like our mind or our talents, must be trained. If it is
trained in error instead of truth, it will line up with
error and be crooked. You can imagine a small boy
whose parents are thieves. Since they make their living
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by stealing, that boy does not learn the ideals of honesty
and truth. He is taught to steal and to be sly enough to
pick pockets and take money and articles that do not be
long to him. The T-square he uses is out of line. He
does not even know that it is crooked and that there is
one which would be better. His plan of life will be as
untrue as the plan his parents have used.
One of the things which the church school tries to do
is to train your consciences so that they will be true
guides in what is right. A good conscience will always
tell you the right from the wrong and help you decide
what you should do. If our consciences are truly Chris
tian—inspired of God and trained by the truth of our
great Teacher, Jesus Christ—we can depend upon them
always. They will guide us so we may “live honorably
in all things.”

2
LINKS
"Blest be the tie that binds
Our hearts in Christian love."
Objects: Three paper loops (preferably of dififerent colors),
one pasted without twisting; one twisted once and pasted; one
twisted twice and pasted.

There is a hymn that we sing a good deal in this church
and that all of us know by heart. It tells of our friend
ship and our love, one to another. “Blest be the tie that
binds our hearts in Christian love.”
That is a sort of “theme song” reminding us that we
should love the Lord, love all our fellow members in
the church, and all work together to do God’s will.
But a theme song by itself does not make everyone
love everyone else, and this chain that we call our
Christian fellowship sometimes has some weak links. You
have heard the proverb that a chain is as strong as its
weakest link. You can see how this is; for no matter
how many big, strong links there are in a chain, if there
is one weak link, it will break and the chain will be use
less until that link is replaced.
We do not have a gold chain here this morning.
Neither do we have a silver chain, nor an iron one, but
I have brought some paper links.
Notice this first one—the yellow one. With the scis
sors I am going to cut right around the entire link,
down the center line. How many links will I have when
I finish cutting?
As I cut, it begins to look like two; but wait—yes,
it IS TWO!
14
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Now these two links of paper are very much like
some people in the church. They stand far apart as I
am holding them now. They do not try to get acquainted with other people in the church. They do not
share their hymn books with the other person sitting
next to them in the seat. They do not shake hands
with their neighbors after the service and act friendly
and sociable. They do not tackle a piece of work in
the church and help others to do it in a fine way.
Would a couple of you girls like to help me show how
these two links act in church?
Charlene, will you please go clear over there and
stand in the corner all by yourself and have nothing
to do with any of the rest of us; and Shirley, will you
please go over in this opposite corner and act as though
you would not even care to touch any of us with a tenfoot pole? Please take these two links with you; girls.
Now here is a green link with a bit of a twist to it.
Again we will cut down the center line of the paper,
all the way around. Mary, you are pretty handy with
the scissors. Would you like to do the cutting this time?
Now while Mary is cutting, I want you to do some
guessing. How many links will we have when Mary has
finished? Two? Three? How many think two? Let
me see your hands. How many think three ? Mary, how
many do you actually have?
Just ONE—but what a big one it is! Does this big
green link remind you of anything you ever saw alive?
How about a frog? Aesop told a fable once about a
frog that tried to prove he was bigger than an ox. He
blew himself up and up until he was as big as a balloon.
He kept blowing and finally he had a BLOW-OUT!
When Aesop told that tale he was really thinking of
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people instead of frogs and he was saying that some
people have so much pride and such a blown-up opinion
of themselves that they are like puffed-up frogs. He
warns us it is dangerous to feel and act that way.
So again we find a link that does not join up with
other people and thinks only of himself and his own
selfish desires.
Bob, will you please come up here and blow out your
chest like a frog and pose with this “big link” while
we cut the last link—this blue one—with our scissors?
Barbara, you do the cutting this time while the rest
of us guess how many links.
How many say two? One? Four? All right, Barbara,
how many links do you really have?
TWO links! They are actually linked together just
like two people walking arm in arm. Now you may
wonder why those links came out that way. If you are
really curious and care to come up and ask about it,
after the service, I will be glad to show you how it is
done.
But now look at those two blue links joined together.
They represent two good church members. These links
are glad to shake hands. They now share with others.
They help even- time there is something to be done. They
tell others about their church and church school. They
stop with their cars and bring other people with them
to church. They visit the sick. They remember the mis
sionaries far around the world, and reach their hands
over the ocean by putting money into the missionary
program. These “true blue” links are real neighbors
who practice Christian friendliness.

3
EYES THAT SEE
"Having eyes, see ye not?"—Makk 8:18.

Objects: Stereopticon lantern and slides of an illustrated hymn
such as "This is My Father’s World” or "America the Beauti
ful.”

One of the tests sometimes given a boy scout is to have
him walk up to a store window, take one good look at
the many objects displayed, and then go away and write
down all the things he saw. Did you ever try such an
observation test? If you have not trained yourself to
see accurately and quickly, you will find this a very
difficult test.
When I was studying psychology at the university
some years ago, our teacher arranged a little drama just
to teach us how difficult it is for us to see with our
eyes. Of course, we did not know at the time that we
were watching a make-believe drama.
Here is what took place: Right in the midst of a
lesson period, the door opened suddenly and a young
man rushed in. Two loud reports rang out, and the
professor slumped down in his chair and fell to the
floor. Girls screamed. Boys rushed forward to catch
the criminal, or to lift the professor to his feet.
In a few minutes the professor had steadied himself
in his chair and began asking questions. “What hap
pened to me?” he asked.
Some said a bandit with a black mask on his face
had rushed in, fired several shots from a big revolver,
and severely wounded the professor so that he was bleed
ing badly and had fallen head-foremost to the floor.
17
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As the professor asked more questions, he found that
the students did not agree as to what they had seen
and what had happened. They were all right there to
gether but they saw differently.
Finally the professor let the class in on his secret
It was all just a trick he and two members of the class
had played on the rest of us. He did it to show us that
our eyes need watching or they will fool us badly.
What actually happened was this: A boy, a member
of our class, with his cap pulled down over his fore
head, had suddenly opened the door and rushed in point
ing a black fountain pen at the professor. Another
member of the class stood just outside the door with
two paper bags blown up with air—just as you boys and
girls often blow them up. This second boy burst the
bags, making a loud noise. To those who thought the
pen was a gun, it appeared that the professor had been
shot. The professor, knowing all the time just what
was going to happen, played his part and acted as
though he had been wounded.
How surprised the class were when they found out
the truth 1
We see what we want to see sometimes instead of
what is really there. We see what we are prepared
or trained to see. Often when we are excited our
imaginations picture what is not there at all. Some
times our eyes play pranks on us and we see hobgoblins
and spooks.
We need to train our eyes to look carefully and ob
serve accurately what is before us.
You probably have been looking at this stereopticon
and wondering why we have it here this morning. I
am going to turn on the light so you can see a beautiful
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picture. On this slide is an autumn landscape in full
color—trees, hill, reflections in the water, and the sunset
sky. Isn’t it lovely?
What is the matter? Can’t you see the picture?
What do you think is wrong, John?
John is right. The lantern is out of focus and all
we see is several splotches of color all jumbled together.
We will make a slight adjustment and see what happens.
That makes a difference, doesn’t it? Now everyone
can see the picture which is truly a beautiful one.
Jesus often spoke of people who had eyes but could
not see. He was not talking of blind people. He was
talking of people who had eyes just as perfect as yours
and mine but did not use them well. The eyes of their
souls, like this lantern lens, were out of focus.
The psalmist looked up into the sky one night, and
wrote the beautiful psalm that begins:
“The
And
Day
And

heavens declare the glory of God;
the firmament showeth his handiwork.
unto day uttereth speech.
night unto night showeth knowledge.”

He was looking at the same sky we see but he saw
more than the stars and the deep shadows of the sky.
He saw that God is the maker of the sky and the stars.
The man who wrote the hymn we are going to sing
now, also had eyes that see. He could see not only the
trees and the hill and river but he could see that God
had created them, and so wrote: “This is my Father’s
world.”
All of us have eyes that can see God’s world if we
will just get them properly focused and ask God
to help us see all he has to show us every day.

4
LASSOING FRIENDS
"I have called you friends."—John 15:15.
Object: A rope with loop at end, held as a lasso.

For our talk today I have been searching for some
object that speaks of friendship and peace. I think I
have just the thing I need right here in my hand. It
is a rope; a rope with a loop at one end like the cow
boys use to rope wild cattle. It is called a lasso or
lariat.
How many of you remember Mr. Will Rogers? I
see nearly all the juniors remember but the primaries
do not.
Mr. Rogers was a cowboy who came to be known
as the “Ambassador of Good Will,” because he was so
good natured, so kindly, and so friendly with everyone.
People laughed at his funny stories. As they laughed
they became more friendly with each other. Mr. Rogers
not only told his stories to people all over America, but
he went around the world telling stories and saying
funny things. He made friends of kings and emperors
and people of all races and rank everywhere.
I hope some day you will have a chance to visit a
memorial building in Oklahoma which the people of
that state have built to the memory of Mr. Rogers.
They dedicated it to the memory of their “Most illustri
ous citizen.” It is located at Claremore where Mr.
Rogers used to live on a ranch.
When you go to Claremore and visit the memorial
building, you will see many very interesting things—
20
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things that Mr. Rogers himself had collected because
they were interesting to him. You will see saddles—
more saddles than you ever saw before and fancier
than you ever thought saddles could possibly be. There
are saddles from almost all parts of the world. You
will see lassos—not like this clothes-line rope, but lassos
made of raw hide and various kinds of fine leather
—plaited and twisted so skillfully that many of them
cost hundreds of dollars each.
You will also see many telegrams and letters that
Mr. Rogers wrote—messages of friendship and good
will. You know Mr. Rogers used to send a telegram
each day to the newspapers all over the land. Many
people used to read his telegram before they read any
thing else in the paper.
But I have left until last the most interesting thing
you will see in the memorial building. Just inside the
entrance to the building is a bronze statue of Will
Rogers, himself. It is so natural looking that if you
had ever seen him when he was living, or had seen his
picture, you would say: “My, doesn’t that look just
like Will Rogers standing there as though he were
about to talk to us!”
He does speak to us and what he says is written at
the bottom of his statue: “I have never met a man I
didn’t like.”
That is why Mr. Rogers was an ambassador of good
will. His message tells us how we can be ambassadors
of good will today. Almost always when we really know
people we like them. We may listen to an evil tale
about a person and think that he is mean and bad. But
when we have a chance to see him face to face and
leam to know him, we usually find that he is quite
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different from what we had pictured him to be. When
we know him, we learn to like him.
Several years ago the Boy Scouts of the world had
a great "Jamboree” in Austria-Hungary. There were boys
from most of the countries of the world at that gather
ing. One of the things the boys did was to get acquainted
with boys from other nations. When our American boys
got acquainted with the Japanese boys, the Chinese boys,
the German, and the French boys, they found they were
all good scouts and really very much like their own
friends at home. Before the boys broke camp they tried
to get so well acquainted with boys of other lands that
each had a friend in a half-dozen other countries. When
these boys got home they began writing letters to their
friends in other parts of the world.
If the people of the nations could get acquainted with
each other as those scouts did, and could know each
other better, they would be friends—unwilling to take
guns or bombs to kill their friends of other nations.
So I think of Will Rogers’ lasso as a friendship lasso.
Mr. Rogers went across the national border lines into
other countries carrying—not a gun or a hand grenade
—but his cowboy lasso and with it he caught friends
and drew them to himself.
When he met people who once were foreigners to
him and he to them, he got acquainted with them. They
got to understand each other and to like each other.
Then they were no longer strangers but friends.
We remember the words of Jesus: “I have called you
friends.”
Wouldn’t you like to get yourself a “friendship lasso”
and go out and see just how many friends you could
catch and keep?

5
THE PRAYER TELEPHONE
"The Pharisee stood and prayed thus with himself."—Luke
18:11.

Object: A telephone.

I wish to do a bit of telephoning, with your permission.
Please excuse me while I dial my number .... 2-8522.
Hello—hello—hello! I don’t seem to be able to get
my party. Something is wrong here. The telephone is
dead.
Here is the trouble. The telephone is not connected.
When I talk into the mouthpiece I am just talking to
myself.
You know prayer is something like telephoning. Prayer
can be a real conversation with God or it may be just
talking to one’s self. Some people talk with God just
as though they were talking with their best friend. That
is the way they should talk with him. Others, who
have not learned how to pray very well, sometimes try
to pray but feel that God does not hear them at all.
What then are the things that make our contact
in prayer so we can really talk with God? What are
the things that break that contact and make true prayer
impossible?
Jesus spoke a number of parables about prayer. For
instance, he told about a man whose friend came to
see him late one night. The friend who had probably
been traveling all day was tired and hungry. When the
man found he had no food to prepare he went over to
borrow some food from his neighbor.
23
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It was midnight by this time and the neighbor and
his family were fast asleep. It took quite a bit of knock
ing on the door and perhaps several loud calls to awaken
him.
When he did awaken, you can imagine how sleepy
he must have been. You can just see his stumbling
over a chair as he comes to the window. He rubs his
eyes as he pops his head out and asks what all the
noise is about.
Now even though he doesn’t feel very happy over
being called out of bed in the middle of the night, he
will go downstairs and get some food for his neighbor.
Jesus suggests this about prayer: If even a sleepy
and tired neighbor will get up in the night and help a
friend in trouble, will not God answer the prayers of
his children ?
Jesus told his disciples that our Heavenly Father will
answer our prayers and give us what we need day after
day. Our fathers and mothers are not more thoughtful
of us than he is!
Jesus spoke another parable about prayer. Two men
went up to the church to pray. One was a very haughty
man who thought entirely too well of himself. When
he prayed he did not kneel nor even bow his head nor
close his eyes. He did not talk to God but to himself
and other men who might be listening.
Here is about what he said: “God, I thank you that
I am not like other men, greedy, dishonest or immoral
—like this rascal over here who collects the tax. I am
a model of perfection. I fast two days every week
although I am only supposed to fast during the special
seasons of the year. I give a penny to the church for
every dime I get.”

i
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You see he disconnected his prayer telephone by his
own selfishness and conceit. He wasn’t thinking of God.
He was thinking just of himself. He came to the church
to show off.
The other man who came to pray was a tax col
lector. He really was a dishonest man who had taken a
lot of money that did not belong to him. Everyone
knew he was a bad fellow. This man knew he had
done wrong and he was ashamed of himself and truly
sorry before God. He bowed himself low when he
prayed, for he thought only of his sin and of God’s
goodness.
He prayed a very short prayer over and over many
times: “O God, have mercy on a bad man like me!”
Now what I am wondering about is whether all of us
are learning to use the prayer telephone ourselves. We
ask our fathers and mothers for things we need. Yes,
we do it every day. God, our Heavenly Father, expects
us to come to him just as often. Of course, God will
gladly give us what we need. He is always happy when
we come to talk with him and thank him for his good
ness to us.
One last thing we must remember: God always hears
our prayers when we earnestly pray to him, but some
times he must say “no” instead of “yes.” When he
says “no” and does not give us what we ask for, we
can be sure he answers our prayer in the way that is
best for us. Let us always ask God to show us his will
for us and help us to see our mistakes.
Jesus prayed the perfect prayer in the garden of Geth
semane when he prayed: “Not my will, but thine, be
done.” This should be the spirit of all our prayers.

6
T.N.T.
“Our gospel came not unto you in word only, but also in power.”
—1. Thess. 1: 5.
Objects: Put a tiny New Testament inside a small glass jar and
wrap the jar in red paper.

The other evening at the Town Hall lecture I heard a
great scientist tell about the latest discoveries and the
most wonderful new inventions. He talked about the
electric eye, television, polarized light, and a lot of other
things that I cannot remember just now.
He gave a demonstration in which he turned music
into light and then turned it back again into sound. He
cooked an egg on a stove with a newspaper under the
frying pan without even scorching the newspaper. He
made light appear in a tube as he rubbed his hand over
it and made the light disappear as he rubbed his hand
back the other way. He did many other interesting
things.
One thing the speaker told us has caused me to do
a lot of thinking. He said that since the last World
War, scientists had been studying how to make more
powerful explosives. They have now succeeded in mak
ing one so powerful that even a tiny bit of it—about
a thimbleful—would completely destroy the building
where we were meeting that evening. He said he dared
not carry any of it around with him and so the powder
in the bottle he held in his hand was just white chalk.
A tiny bottle that size filled with the real thing and
thrown on the floor would blow us all to bits.
26

T.N.T.

27

This was indeed a powerful explosive, but as I sat
there and thought about it, I realized that I had some
thing at home about the same size but a great deal
more powerful than his explosive. In fact, so mighty
is this something which I have that no one ever has
been able to measure its power.
Let us see what it is. Off comes the red paper and
we find a glass jar. Down in the jar is another pack
age. We unwrap the second package and—would you
believe it!—we find a tiny New Testament.
This little book has in it the four gospels. I bought
it some years ago at the Chicago Century of Progress
Fair. It is supposed to be the smallest New Testament
ever printed. But small as it is you can read it if you
look closely.
If we call the mighty explosive “T.N.T.,” then we
might call our powerful little book "T.N.T.,” also. We
will read the letters to mean: “Tried New Testament.”
Now that first T is very important; for a New Testa
ment is of no power at all if we leave it on the table and
never open it to read it. It becomes mighty when it is
read, believed, and tried. Things begin to happen when
we really do what the New Testament says. It changes
our thinking, changes our living, and by our influence
it changes the world around about us.
Some of you have been wondering why we should
say the New Testament is more powerful than dynamite
or nitroglycerine.
The reason is that explosives always destroy or tear
down. The New Testament always builds up. For in
stance, the speaker on the Town Hall program said
his explosive could destroy the building where he was
lecturing. But let us remember that it takes more power
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to build a building than to destroy it. Let us also re
member that the New Testament built the very building
the speaker was talking about!
Yes, the New Testament built it for it was a high
school building. If we go back into the history of
schools and school buildings we find that the church
founded the first schools in America and the church
did this because of the New Testament.
This is how it happened: Christian people said the
rules of right living are to be found in the New Testa
ment. They also said each person is judged by his own
conduct, and that every person therefore ought to be
able to read his New Testament for himself so he can
know how he should live. The result of all this reason
ing was the starting of schools to teach every boy and
girl to read. Classes were first held in churches and
in homes, but soon regular places were needed and
schoolhouses were built.
The New Testament has not only put up schoolhouses
but it has built character which is the greatest building
of all. It has caused people to be honest, truthful, good,
and kind. It has taught people to think of others and
has led them to do very helpful things for those in need.
It has brought the Community Chest idea to our city and
has prepared playgrounds for children and suggested the
building of public parks.
Now I wonder if you agree with me that the “T.N.T.”
which means a “Tried New Testament” is the mightiest
thing in our city and in our whole world? When we
see it that way, does it not make us want to get more
of the power of the New Testament into our own
lives and give God a chance to use us in a larger way,
helping him build a better world?

7
BEE-ING
"Let us not be weary in well doing."—Gal. 6:9.
Object: A glass bee hive with the bees inside.

The other day on the market I saw a man selling honey.
On his counter was this hive of bees. At once I thought
of my boys and girls and asked if I might borrow the
hive to show it to you this morning.
Bees are interesting folk. I say “folk” because they
really act like people—and people of the very best bring
ing up, too! Just to explain what I mean, we are going to
follow a bee to its home. Of course, we will do it by
the magic carpet of our imaginations because all of us
could not possibly crawl into that little hive.
In the first place, if we followed a bee that had wan
dered far away from home gathering nectar in a clover
patch or a buckwheat field, we would have to go in a
“beeline.” Bees don’t fool around, gossip, or waste
time when they go about anything. They get right to
work. When a bee has visited flower after flower and is
loaded up with a full basket of nectar, it flies up in
the air high enough to get above the bushes and trees
and then it makes a “beeline” for home. It flies just
like an arrow speeding to the target—and hits it right
in the “bull’s-eye.”
When this bee reaches home, it finds guards with
spears waiting at the door to fight off bees that don’t
belong to that hive. But our bee knows the password,
gets a smile from the guards instead of a stab, and
goes right in to put down its basket of honey.
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My, what a crowd of bees we find inside the hive!
Actually some hives have as many as fifty thousand bees.
That means more bees than you could count in a week
if you counted fast every day and all day long.
Here are some bees “working up a perspiration.”
That’s just what they are doing for as they exert their
little bodies, the wax comes out from their sides in tiny
particles. Then the “engineer” bees come along. They
are real engineers for they take those little particles of
wax and build hundreds of small cells, each one with
six straight sides all joined together.
Next come the “tank” bees who pick up the nectar
brought in by the “field” bees and put it carefully into
the cells. When the cells are filled, the “carpenter” bees
put little doors on the cells to seal them tight so the
honey will not run out.
Do you see those bees standing still but flapping their
wings as though they were trying to fly? You might
think they were young bees learning how to use their
wings but they are not. They are “ventilator” bees.
They flap their wings to keep the air circulating through
the hive. They are “air-conditioning engineers” and
they know just how to keep the hive fresh and cool.
What is that royal procession we see coming down the
hive? It is the queen bee and her ladies-in-waiting. It
is her business to lay eggs in each of the cells the
engineer bees have built and left vacant for them. In
a few days the little baby bees or larva open their eyes
and cry for food.
Then the "nurse” bees come running with the finest
kind of “bee bread” for the babies. The future prin
cesses are in special cells that are larger than the others.
Because these royal babies are fed a richer food, they
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grow faster and larger and become different from the
worker bees. One of them will some day be queen of
the hive.
As we stand in the middle of the hive and look around,
can anyone find a bee that is not hard at work? Yes,
there are a few here and there just loafing. These lazy
bees are larger than the little worker bees and look as
though they ought to be stronger and better able to
work than the rest. Why don’t they get busy? They
are the “drones”—shiftless, no-account bees that do noth
ing but rest all day long. Pretty soon the busy bees
will get tired of these drones and will throw them out
of the hive. Bees won’t stand for laziness and idleness.
Perhaps you wonder what happens to bees in the
winter time when the air is so cold that we must build
fires in our furnaces and wear our heavy coats and
ear muffs to keep from freezing. Did you know that
bees make their own furnace when they need it? When
the weather is very, very cold, they hug each other up
tight and all get into a great big ball. Then they work
their muscles so hard that their warm little bodies heat
the hive and their bee furnace keeps out the cold.
It would be very hard for us to keep up with one of
these bees as it goes about its day’s work. All the
world knows how busy bees are, but just looking at
them awhile might put a “bee in our bonnets” and cause
us to go buzzing off to our work with a will. “Let us
not be weary in well doing.”

8
BEHIND THE SCENES
"We, who are many, are one body in Christ.’’—Rom. 12:5.
Object: A football.

All of you boys and many of you girls like to play foot
ball. As I sat with about seventy-five thousand people in
the stadium at Ann Arbor waiting to see the UniversityState game, I found out a lot about football behind the
scenes. I learned that before those teams trotted out on
the field to begin the play, more than six hundred
people had been getting things ready.
For instance, there were the advertising men who
began six months ago; the ticket men who had the tickets
printed four months ago and checked with the seats
to be sure they were correct; the electricians who took
care of all the wiring and score-board lighting, signal
system, loud speakers, and broadcasting equipment; the
photographers and newspapermen who prepared the
write-ups in the papers; the five hundred men on duty
at the stadium to take care of the crowd—ticket men
at the gates, ushers in the aisles, and keepers of pop
and hot-dog stands. There were also dozens of police
men on duty both around the stadium and on the high
ways to direct traffic.
There were seventy-five thousand people watching, six
hundred people having made the necessary preparations,
and only twenty-two men playing the game—eleven on
each team!
One other group of men behind the scenes we ought
to mention: a group that worked harder than the ones
32
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we have already called attention to but who never have
their pictures in the paper. They are the boys of the
“scrub” team. You know the boys I mean: those who
put on their football uniforms every day of the practice
season and work hard on the football field helping the
first team and the second team get into shape for the big
game. The “scrub” team members are not outstanding
enough as players to play on the regular team. They
cannot kick a ball as far as members of the first team,
they cannot pass or catch a ball quite as well, and they
are not unusually good at blocking or tackling. But one
thing they can be depended upon doing: faithfully work
ing every day, putting just as much effort into their
practice as anyone on the team. They take a terrible
drubbing. They are the “opposition” the team practices
on; they are the ones that get bumped and tackled and
mawled around all over the field when the first team
is getting ready for a real game.
Now, I suppose you never heard a boy say: “I want
to go out for the ‘scrub’ team.” Perhaps every football
player wants to be on the first team and would like
to be a star player. He would like to be able to take
the football and run the length of the field with the
crowd in the stadium standing and cheering and going
wild over his wonderful play. Only a few football
players are good enough to be stars. The great majority
of the boys who try out for football will be on the
second or third team or will be “scrubs.”
One of the most important things that boys learn in
playing football is to be good members of the team rather
than selfishly thinking of their own playing. No star
ever played a whole game by himself. The quarterback
or the halfback who is running with the ball is able to
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get through the line of the other team and go down the
field because he has the help of his team-mates. Some
of them act as “interference,” making a hole for him
through the line and running ahead of him.
There are always many more on the "scrub” team
than on the regular team. There are always more jobs
to be done “back-stage” than out in front where an
audience will applaud success. We must all learn to
serve on the “scrub” team or “back-stage.” There we
may make our work as important to others as that of
the heroes and heroines who bow to the pleasure of the
cheering crowds. If we make such a success of our
jobs that we gain the regular team, we may be certain
that we have earned the praise and applause of our
new position.
The apostle Paul must have been thinking of such
hard work as the services of the “scrubs” when he
talked of people in the church as different members of
one body. He said, One is the head—Christ, but some
are feet, some hands, some eyes and ears; but all are
very important. What if an eye failed to see or an ear
to hear; what if a foot refused to go or a hand refused
to serve? You see it is only as each member of the
body does its part that the body itself can be useful.
To put it in Paul’s words: “For even as we have many
members in one body, and all the members have not
the same office; so we who are many, are one body in
Christ, and severally members one of another.”
Isn’t it fine to know that each of us has an important
place in God’s purposes and that as we do our very best,
even though it may not be where people can see and
applaud, we are working with God to accomplish his
plans in the world?

9
HYPOCRITES
"Woe unto you, scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites I"—Matt. 23 : 23.

“Beware of false prophets, who come to you in sheep's clothing,
but inwardly are ravening wolves."—Matt. 7:15.
Objects: Masks or false faces. Have two or three children
dress in costumes, with masks.

■

Can any boy or girl tell me what a “hypocrite” is ? Did
any of you ever see one—either in a cage or running
loose? How many would like to see a hypocrite or two
this morning?
These are just a couple of our own group dolled up
for Hallowe’en, aren’t they? They are mumming or
masquerading. That is what a hypocrite does, too; for
a hypocrite is a fellow who tries to make people think
he is different from what he really is. A bad boy who
is about to steal an apple will reach behind him to sneak
the apple while he smiles and pretends to be a nice fel
low. A girl who is reading a story book in school when
she should be studying, will hold up a geography or
history in front of the story book to hide it from the
teacher.
So a hypocrite is a person who puts on a mask or
false face and tries to appear to be what he is not.
Now, of course, a mummer is really not a hypocrite
for he is just having fun masquerading. He is playing
a game. A real hypocrite is a person who is actually
trying to deceive other people and make them think his
mask is his real face. He is not just having fun but
is trying to take advantage of people.
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Jesus spoke about false prophets and teachers who
were dangerous like wolves, but who went around with
sheep’s skins to make people think they were as innocent
and harmless as sheep.
The Indian hunters used the skins of animals to
hide beneath as they crept up close enough to kill their
prey. If they were hunting deer, for instance, they
would use deer’s horns or a deer’s head—with perhaps
part of the skin over them also. When a deer saw what
he thought was another deer approaching, he would not
run away. He might even come closer to get a better
look at the fake deer. Then the hunter would shoot
the deer with an arrow.
Trout fishermen use artificial flies and bugs to lure
fish. The fish think they are about to catch a nice
juicy bug; but just as they take hold of the “hypocrite’’
bug, they find they are caught with a hook in their
mouths.
Of course, we don’t mean to imply that hunters and
fishermen are hypocrites. A part of the sport in hunting
and fishing is fooling the game. A good sportsman is one
who can outwit his prey.
You might say that a hypocrite is a person who catches
his fellow men as a hunter catches game. He deceives
them in order to gain something for himself. Usually
a hypocrite tries to make people think he is better than
he really is; but a person is also a hypocrite if he tries
to make people think he is worse than he really is.
Sometimes a boy will try to make other boys think
he is “tough” just because he has the mistaken idea that
he would be called a “sissy” if he doesn’t act "tough.”
Sometimes a girl will tell some “tall stories” just to
make other girls think she goes where she pleases and
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does what she wants to do no matter what her father
and mother say.
It is just as bad to be a “too bad” hypocrite as to
be a “too good” hypocrite. Anyone who goes around
deceiving other people is hurting one’s self as well as
others; and certainly one cannot please God in this way.
Before our two mummers take off their false faces
we will try to guess who they are. Who do you say
they are? Bob .... John .... Jimmie ....
Mary .... Evelyn .... Barbara .... Keith
. . . . Phyllis. All right, mummers, take off your
extra faces, and let us see who you are anyway. Well
Barbara and John, you fooled a lot of the boys and
girls and you helped us to understand the meaning of
a big word. Thank you.
Boys and girls, have a fine time mumming on Hal
loween, but always remember that mumming is good
as a game but it is wrong to mum in earnest and practice
the deceits of a hypocrite. Whatever kind of a “crit”
you may be, I hope you will never be a hypocrite!

to
REMEMBER!
“This do in remembrance of me."—Luke 22:19.
Objects: Sheet of blank white paper; the communion table

Today we stand before the table of sacred memories,
Notice the inscription there on the front panel: “In
remembrance of me.”
When we come to the Lord’s table we come to re
member him and think again of all that Christ means
to our lives and to the world. We think about his life
and his death. We think of God who “so loved the
world that he gave his only begotten son that whoso
ever believeth on him should not perish but have ever
lasting life.”
Here is a piece of paper to help us understand what
memory is like.
The first time you attended church on communion
Sunday your mind made a record of it as though I
folded this paper just a bit, not pressing it down but
just gently folding it over. Before you got home that
Sunday, you asked “why?” about everything you had
seen. Why were people so solemn when they took the
bread and glasses from the trays? Why did they hold
them so long in their hands, and then all put them to
their mouths at the same time the minister did?
Why did not everyone take some ? Why didn’t Mother
let you take some when the tray passed by?
Then Mother explained that it was a service for mem
bers of the church and that the bits of bread and
grape juice were symbols that reminded us of Christ’s
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love. It was like folding the paper again in the same
place and pressing down just a bit. But still you did
not understand very well and it did not mean a great
deal to you.
Then you attended another communion service and
the minister explained how Christ there in the upper
room, just before he went out into the garden of Gethse
mane, had talked with his disciples and had told them
what was about to happen to him—the cross and death
—yet encouraged them by saying that he would rise
from the grave and that they would see him again. He
also told them that just as wicked men would crucify
him, so wicked men would hurt them and kill some of
them; but they were to remember him and take courage.
Then he took a piece of bread from the table and after
a brief prayer of thanks to God, he broke it and gave
each a small piece. He told them that the bread was
to be a token to remind them of his suffering for them.
He asked each of them to eat his piece of bread because
he loved each one.
He took some wine in a cup and said it was a token
of his blood shed for them. He asked each of them
to drink a little of the wine.
Eating the communion bread and drinking the com
munion wine, he said, would always be a symbol of
their friendship and would always remind them that he
was helping them and strengthening them.
When you heard this explanation you began to under
stand still better and the paper of your mind was
folded again in the same place and pressed down hard.
Some of you boys and girls are members of the church
and have taken communion at this table. For the first
time you ate there with the others of the church family
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and thought of what Christ had done for you and what
you wanted to do for him as a Christian.
That day the crease in the paper of your mind was
made deepest of all. Never can that paper be folded but
it folds again in the same crease; for the communion
table brings back to you the meaning of Christ’s death
and his everlasting love for you and for all the world.
Did you ever wonder why Jesus used such simple
things as bread and grape juice to remind us of so
important a fact as his death for us?
I have an idea. Bread is so common that we have it
in some form three times a day. We also have something
to drink more than three times a day. It may not be
grape juice; it may be water or cocoa or milk. I think
Jesus used grape juice because it was the drink on the
disciples’ table that night. But the reason he used such
simple materials was that he wanted us to remember
him every day. He wanted us to remember him not only
on communion Sunday, but every day. The bread and
drink used daily at meals are part of every person’s life.
These simple things should remind us of God’s love and
of his goodness all the day long and all the night
through.
Among all the things we are asked to remember in
school and at home, let us first of all remember God
and our Saviour, Jesus Christ. “This do in remembrance
of me.”

//

THE FEATHER AND THE SWORD
"Give diligence to present thyself approved unto God, a workman
that needeth not to be ashamed, handling aright the word of
truth."—2 Tim. 2:15.
Objects: A quill pen and a sword.

All this week you boys and girls have been thinking
of Promotion Sunday. You are proud to be moving up
to a higher class or department. Your certificate of
promotion says that you have finished the required work
on one class and are now ready to advance. Today is
Promotion Sunday in church schools all over America,
and perhaps all over the world. But do you realize
that in at least half of the world, boys and girls have
not had the happy thoughts today that you have had?
Now it may not at first seem so but Promotion Day
in the church school and the question of war and peace
have a connection. I am going to show you two objects
that may help us to see the connection. In my left hand
I hold a sword and in my right a feather. By the way,
did your father ever catch you up on that old question
about the weight of feathers ? Let’s see what you think:
which weighs the most—a pound of feathers or a pound
of iron? How many say feathers? How many say iron?
Yes, you are right, John, they both weigh the same,
but of course the feathers would make a much larger
package.
Let’s go back to the war question. Which do you
think would make the stronger weapon for a fight—
the sword or the feather? Sounds like a ridiculous
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question, doesn’t it? Let me show you the end of the
feather and then the problem will be different. You
see the feather is an old-fashioned quill pen, the kind
our great-great grandfathers used when writing letters.
A good many years ago a man who was both a
diplomat and a poet, Edward Bulwer-Lytton, made an
unusual statement about the pen. He said: “The pen
is mightier than the sword.” Now Mr. Bulwer-Lytton
was for many years Governor General of India and was
later the English Ambassador to Paris. He knew some
thing about swords and war.
The pen stands for Education. That is why it is so
mighty. It is used to write down all the great truths
men discover. It makes a record so other men can read
and learn. How did we get our Bible which we prize
as the greatest book of knowledge? The pen made it
possible. God inspired men with great truths. If they
had simply tried to remember these truths, they would
soon have forgotten some, for their memories were very
much like yours and mine. But because they wrote down
what God had told them, you and I can read all about
it today. The pen is still writing down new truth that
men discover; and the writing, converted into printing
and books, makes it possible for anyone who wishes to
read and learn.
The pen then is a warrior, too, and a great fighter—
greater than the sword; for the pen fights with ideas
against ignorance and superstition and darkness. The
pen is the fighting tool of the mind. The sword is the
fighting tool of the selfish ambitions.
The pen is mightier than the sword because it builds
and constructs. It does helpful things, and its work lasts
through the centuries. What a mighty tool the pen is
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in the hands of men and women, boys and girls who
are willing to think and grow, using their knowledge
to help others to grow and be more usefull
The most useful and constructive kind of education is
Christian education. Just what is Christian education?
It is education plus. Ordinary education deals with
geography and history and arithmetic and the like.
Christian education peeps behind the facts and figures
to discover God standing there. After all it is God who
made the hills and rivers and oceans we study about in
geography; it is God who made the laws back of
arithmetic; it is God who gives men life and purpose
and enables them to make history. Would it not be
true to call Christian education “Education with a crown
on its head”? That is just what it is: not just facts and
figures, but a study of life with God as our teacher;
a study that leads us to know God’s laws in the world
and his purpose and will for our own lives.
Now we can easily see that such education will in
time do away with swords or make them over into
something useful as the prophet Isaiah suggested—plow
shares or pruning hooks. As Christian education in
creases, the use of the sword will decrease. How im
portant then it is that all of us study hard and work
hard, not only to get ordinary education, but especially
to get the kind of education “with a crown on its head”
—Christian education.
There is a Bible verse that will help us remember the
meaning of Promotion Sunday and the importance of
Christian education. It is found in 2 Timothy, 2:15:
“Study to show thyself approved unto God, a workman
that needeth not to be ashamed, rightly dividing the
word of truth.”

/2
BEANS,

NUTS, AND

"Stir up the gift, which is in thee.

LIFE

."—2 Tim. 1: 6b.

Objects: Mason jar of beans and a few English walnuts.

Can you see what I have in this jar? Yes, white beans
—quite a lot of them—and a few English walnuts. Now
I am going to shake the jar and that will add one other
thing: life, the most important of all. So in the jar
we have beans, walnuts and life.
Life is represented in the jar in another way. We are
going to pretend that the beans and nuts are people.
The beans and nuts then represent life in about the
right proportions : the crowd at the bottom, the leaders
at the top. There are so many folk who are contented
merely to get along, who do not care where they are,
just so they have three meals a day and a place to sleep.
If they have a job, they work only hard enough to
keep it. They would not think of working overtime
or of doing extra things not required. They do barely
enough to pass inspection.
The walnuts, on the other hand, represent that
smaller group of people with real ambition who work
hard and are satisfied only with their best. They are
promoted from job to job because they prove themselves
to be good workmen and they climb up and up the
ladder of success.
These beans and nuts tell the story in an interesting
way. Here is a boy who talks big but works little. He
is always claiming he could be at the head of the class
if teacher did not play favorites. “Just give me a
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chance,” he says, “and I’ll show everybody how smart
I am.”
Let us give him that chance and see how he fares.
He is one of these little white beans way down at the
bottom of the jar. We shall get him with this pair
of pincers and mark him with a bit of ink so we can
find him again. Now we shall put him on top of the
biggest walnut and see how long he can stay at the head
of the class.
Here is where “life” comes in again. It isn't “life”
to leave the jar still. Life is always jostling us and
shaking us and shoving us about so we will give the
jar some shakes and see what happens to the little
boasting bean.
Can you see him now? Yes, here he is, about half
way down to the bottom again and on his way to the
lower regions. That is just what really happens in a
class, too. A boy who talks and brags but does not
work or study could be just right up at the top of
the class but he would not stay there a whole day. It
takes real ability and effort to stay at the head of a
class.
Just to prove that we usually get what we deserve
and that rewards come to the ones who earn them, I
am going to do just the opposite of our “boasting bean”
experiment. I am going to take one of these big walnuts
on top and put him right down on the very bottom of
the jar. All the little beans are on top of him now—
hundreds of them. Is he discouraged? Does he give
up and stay at the bottom? We will put some “life”
into the jar and see.
Watch him now: here he comes, climbing up, a third
of the way; half the way; now he is back on top
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again, just as he was before—right where he belongs
for he worked his way up from the bottom.
These beans and walnuts take their places the same
way no matter how many times you turn the jar up
side down and shake it. Always the walnuts come to
the top and the little beans go to the bottom. That
is the law: the big fellows go up, the little fellows
go down. The hard workers climb, the drones slide
down.
Of course there is one fact this jar does not show.
In actual life beans may become walnuts and walnuts
may become beans. Boys who have been lazy can be
come industrious and work hard so that they no longer
stay at the bottom but climb to the top. It is also true
that boys who have been real leaders up at the top
may think they can hold their high position without
working. Then they shrink up and begin slipping toward
the bottom.
God has a place for each of us. He has given us
talents and abilities. Some have more than others, but
if we use what we have, we shall find our places and
be worth while. Paul said to Timothy, the young min
ister: "Stir up the gift of God which is in thee.” He
wanted Timothy to be himself, using all the talents God
had given him. We are not to try to be like someone
else who has different talents from ours. We are not
to wish we were different from what we are. We are
to get busy. We are to work hard and be ourselves to
the full, not just part of ourselves.
If we do our best, and keep on doing our very best,
we shall work our way to the top of our own job, God
will be pleased with us, and we shall be happy in work
well done.

13
WHAT

DO

YOU

STAND

FOR?

"We are ambassadors therefore on behalf of Christ."—2 Cob.
5:20.

Objects: A Christian flag on a tall staff; a pirate’s flag (skull
and cross bones in white on a black field) on staff; two or
three small Christian flags.

Years ago the University of Michigan football team had
a man of whom it was said: “He runs on three legs.”
It may sound like a strange story to say a football
player ran on three legs, but that is just about what
Johnny Maulbetsch did. Johnny would hold the ball
tightly against his chest with one hand and then, rush
ing forward in a crouching position, he would steady
himself with his other hand on the ground in such a
way that no one player on the opposite team could
possibly stop him, nor could two players get him down.
It was said that it took three men to stop Johnny Maul
betsch when he went through the line with the ball be
cause he couldn’t be toppled.
Johnny Maulbetsch was an unusual player but he
used “three legs” only when he was carrying the ball.
Like all the rest of us he usually stood on two feet.
One of the things which makes us human beings is
our ability to stand erect. That is true in the sense
of our bodies standing up straight but it is all the more
true as we think of our character.
People of good character stand up for what is right.
They stand up for truth, for honesty, for righteousness.
A good man will stand up straight. He has nothing to be
ashamed of. He has something worth standing up for.
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All of us stand for something. Some people stand
up so tall that we call them “outstanding.” Of course,
this does not mean they are giants in the physical sense,
but rather that they are giants in ability and accomplish
ment. Dr. Kagawa, the great Oiristian leader of Japan,
is a very little man so far as his body is concerned,
but he stands up like a giant in Christian living and in
doing good. Gandhi of India is a little man, weighing
only about ninety pounds, but he is so mighty that the
whole British empire watches him when there is trouble
in India and usually listens to what he has to say about
the matter.
Then think of some of the people we find in our
city. We see the policeman on the comer so erect in
his uniform. In his presence we carefully watch for
the green light before we cross the street. The police
man stands for law and order and reminds us to keep
the rules. We see a nurse in her white dress and little
white cap. She stands for care of the sick. We see a
boy scout in his khaki suit. He stands for the boy scout
code of honor. We immediately think of his motto:
“Do a good turn daily.” We see a high school graduate
who in her cap and gown reminds us of the school
house and of education.
We always think of these things for which people
stand when we see them with their uniforms on. But
we are always standing for something whether we have
on uniforms or not! A boy scout does not cease to be
a boy scout when his uniform comes off. A nurse does
not cease to be a nurse when she is wearing an ordinary
street dress. No, what we stand for may be more easily
seen when we are in uniform; but we stand for that
thing all the time if we stand for it at all.
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Now since that is true, it is very important that we
ask ourselves just what we are standing for. The
Christian flag and the pirate’s flag are both there on the
platform. Both flag poles are standing for something
but how different the flags! The pirate’s flag stands for
selfishness, robbery, bloodshed, and murder. The skull
and cross bones are good symbols of its nature for it
stands for death. The Christian flag stands for Christ
and his cause. It stands for love and thoughtfulness;
for service and kindliness; for the church and the king
dom of God. If I were to ask you boys and girls which
flag you stand for and which flag you would like to
carry as you march, all of you would say: “The Chris
tian flag, of course. We stand for Christ and his
cause.”
If we are really standing for Christ and his cause, we
must stand for him every day and everywhere—at home,
on the playground, in the school room, and on the street.
Our scripture verse puts it this way: “We are am
bassadors therefore on behalf of Christ.” We represent
Christ.
Jesus once said that even a cup of cold water given
a thirsty person in his name was rewarded. It is a
small act but it stands for Christian service. You and
I may not be able to stand up so tall that the whole
state can see us or even the whole city, but if we stand
up for the things of Christ—“Ambassadors therefore on
behalf of Christ”—we will be standing for the highest
and the best in all the world.
As we stand up with this beautiful Christian flag
above us, we will sing our “stand-up” song: “Stand
Up, Stand Up, for Jesus.”

/4
FREEDOM’S TEXTBOOK
"Ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall make you free."
—John 8:32.

Objects: A Bible and a length of chain.

These two objects do not seem to have any connection
with each other—a Bible and a chain; yet as we read
history we find that all through the years, the Bible
has been breaking chains and giving freedom to prisoners
and slaves.
It is interesting to see in how many ways New Testa
ment truth has made men free. First of all it has freed
their bodies. It has actually broken off their chains and
opened the doors of their prisons.
In the days of the early Christians there were many
millions of slaves in the Roman empire. In fact there
were many more slaves than there were free men. Most
of the school teachers or tutors who taught Roman
children were Greek slaves. Slaves also did all the
heavy work for their masters. Some slaves were very
cruelly treated, others fared well; but all were chained
in a very real sense because they could come and go
only as their masters gave them permission.
The way the New Testament began freeing these
slaves is very unusual. Christian people believed Jesus’
teaching that all men are brothers because God is father
of all. Since they believed this, they allowed all kinds
of people to come to church and worship together: rich
and poor, wise and foolish, slaves and freemen. You
can easily imagine what happened. If slaves and their
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masters were brothers in church, then they must be
brothers at home, too. Who would make a slave of his
own brother? So it was that as time went on, Christian
masters released their slaves and urged other slave
owners to do the same. They began working for the
kind of laws that would allow all people to be free.
The New Testament is still liberating slaves all over
the world wherever missionaries carry the Book and
teach the people to read its truth. In China it has un
loosed the bound feet of Chinese women. In India it
has loosed the little girls from the system of child
marriage. In our country many years ago it loosed all
the black men and women who were held as slaves by
white men.
The most unusual case of loosing people that I know
about is the case of a whole nation of people in Assam
who owe their very lives to the New Testament. Here
is how it happened: these people were robbers and
head-hunters. So wild and dangerous were they that
the British government decided to send over an army
of soldiers to kill every member of that tribe. Leaders
of the Christian church heard about the plan and begged
to be allowed to send missionaries there to see if the
people could not be changed into good citizens. When
the government finally consented, brave Christian men
and women were sent to take the Bible and Christ to
the wild people of the Garo hills.
What do you think happened? The missionaries were
not killed, for the spirit of God changed the hearts
of these head-hunters. Fifty years after the first mis
sionaries went into the Garo hills, a man who visited
the mission field to see what the missionaries had done,
found fifteen thousand Christians among the former
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wild men. These Assam Christians were sending out
missionaries to other tribes that had never heard of
Christ. What a great liberator the Bible was to the
head-hunters of Assam!
The Bible not only sets the body free from chains but
it sets the mind free, too. We need not go to Assam to
find the Bible breaking off the chains of ignorance. It
has opened the doors of school buildings in our own
beloved America for it was the Bible that started all
our schools. The church is the mother of the school and
the reason the church started schools in the early days
was to teach boys and girls to read the Bible. The
Bible was the first textbook, and in some of these
schools, it was the only textbook they had. So it was
the Bible that loosed our minds in America and broke
the chains of ignorance.
There is one other way in which the Bible truth sets
men free: it sets our souls free. Dr. Brayton Case, who
for many years has been a missionary to the people
of Burma, says that when he first met those Burmese
people he found them living miserable lives. They were
actually prisoners because everyone feared his neighbor.
Each family kept a number of large, fierce dogs for pro
tection. No one dared answer a knock at the door
without first picking up a long knife or a club with
which to defend himself. But now many of those fearful
people have been freed by the truth that makes men free
indeed. Dr. Case says that today instead of fighting they
live in peace. They are Christian brothers. Often they
come, together in meetings to talk about building schools
so their boys and girls can get an education.

15
BALLOONS, BALD EAGLES,
AND BOYS
“I press on toward the goal unto the prise of the high calling of
Cod tn Christ Jesus."—Phil. 3:14.
Objects: Toy balloons, some filled with air, some with gas.

»

Because we shall need several helpers, I am going to
ask all the boys and girls in the front row to come up
here and stand in a straight line. We have a number of
balloons, one for each of you, and you are to see how
far you can throw your balloon when I count.
might make it a contest between the boys and the girls.
All ready? ONE, TWO, THREE! Watch them go!
Look how far Barbara and Billy and Janice threw
theirs! They are the youngest in the line yet their bal
loons went clear to the ceiling.
Of course you know I played a little joke on you that
time. Some of the balloons are filled with air and
some with gas. I did that to remind you of your high
calling and mine. It is really a balloon’s nature to rise
high in the air and not bump along the ground like those
balloons in the aisle.
Those soaring balloons remind me of a story I heard
many years ago about an eagle. One day a hunter noticed
an eagle’s nest high up on a ledge of rock. Carefully
he climbed up to the nest and found two little eaglets
too young to fly. He took one of them out of the nest
to take it to his little boy for a pet. How he managed
to climb back down the cliff with the eaglet and with
the mother eagle screaming and darting at his head is
S3
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a long story, but he succeeded in getting down and get
ting home with the surprise.
Of course the hunter’s son was delighted with his new
pet. The eaglet was put in a box for awhile and given
very special attention. After some weeks he was turned
out in the barnyard with the chickens and turkeys, for
father and son wanted to make him feel at home and
make him tame. But that eaglet appeared very awkward
and out-of-place there. He seemed to know he did not
belong in such a crowd. Instead of running with the
turkeys or the chickens, he spent most of the time, as he
grew larger, sitting on a stump as sober as a judge and
as lonely as the stump on which he sat.
Early one morning, an unusual thing happened to that
eaglet. High overhead sailed a tiny speck. It was a
great American bald eagle, the royal bird which is the
symbol of American liberty. So keen were the eagle’s
eyes that he noticed the young eagle down in the barn
yard. Downward he darted like an arrow from the sky
and just above the eaglet’s head, he screamed and with
loudly flapping wings rose again, higher and higher.
Three times he swooped and screamed until the eaglet
felt a thrill in his royal body. Something told him that
here was a call to him to leave the barnyard and fly
up and up to the very sky. He extended his wings.
How long they were! He craned his neck to watch
the great eagle above. He stretched as high as he could
on his clumsy legs. Then, with a lunge, he flapped his
wings and tried to fly. He nearly crashed into the fence;
he barely missed the old apple tree, but he flapped on
and on, more like a bat than a bird. Higher and higher
he rose and then he, too, screamed as up and up he went
to claim his kingdom of the air. An eagle is made for
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the blue sky, not for the barnyard. He is the proud
king of birds.
Perhaps you never thought of it just this way, but
Jesus told a story about a human eagle who found him
self in a barnyard. He, too, caught the truth of his real
self and rose from the barnyard to claim his kingdom
and his right. It is usually called the story of the
prodigal son. You know the story, I am sure, but I
want to tell it again while you are thinking of soaring
balloons and flying eagles.
There was once a young man who had a loving father
and a beautiful home but did not realize what they meant
to him. He left his home just to enjoy himself in fool
ish and selfish ways. He spent his father’s money and
ruined his own health and finally was living more like
an animal than a man. Then one day his memory brought
a picture to his mind. He saw his old father who had
loved him. He saw his beautiful home and remembered
that once he had lived there like a prince. He had been
happy then with his family. They had lived with pride
and joy.
The memory, like the scream of the eagle in the
eaglet’s ear, brought a throb to his heart. That moment
the lost boy found his real self, and soon he made his
way back to his home and to his father and to his
God. Then like the eaglet that learned to fly, he claimed
his place and his high calling as a young man whom
God loved.
All of us have a high calling from God. Paul says
we should “stretch” and “press” toward our goal, to
reach our high calling of God: not just with our hands
and our toes, but with our minds and our hearts as well.

16
SHEPHERDS
CHRIST

FIND THE
CHILD

“And they came with haste, and found both Mary and Joseph,
and the babe lying in the manger."—Luke 2:16.
Picture: “The Arrival of the Shepherds,” by Henri Lerolle.

In trying to picture the amazing story of Christ’s coming
to earth as a tiny baby, it is no wonder that artists have
painted into their pictures, angels and cherubs, halos and
dazzling lights, in order to show that this is no ordinary
baby, but the Christ—the child of God.
We like best a picture such as Henri Lerolle has
painted. It shows a real stable. In fact the stable is
not so good a stable as we see in our land today, but
a cave with rocks jutting in on one side and a roof held
up by great logs. There is just the light that comes from
the moon, or the sun, pouring through a great crevice
at the top of the wall. The stable is not tended with
much care for the hay is scattered about in disorder.
Yet the picture makes us feel that this is truly the
Christ Child we are seeing. So strong is that feeling
that we stand in hushed wonder as we look. It seems
to me that the artist has succeeded in painting a story
into this picture that is too big to be held within the
narrow space of the frame. Borne on the rays of light
that pour into the cave from above and fill the room
with radiance comes the gospel message: "For God so
loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son,
that whosoever believeth on him should not perish, but
have eternal life.”
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We may see beyond the frame at the opposite comer
of the picture, too. As we look at that little group of
shepherds, we say: “Where did they come from? Why
did they come, and why do they stand in such amaze
ment? We can never fully understand God’s wonderful
love that sent Jesus into the world; but we can hear
the story which the shepherds told, and learn from them
the unusual things they saw and heard that first Christ
mas.
It was on a hillside southeast of the city of Bethlehem,
that four shepherds were tending their flock. One was
a man old in years; two were young men; and one was
just a boy. As was the custom among these men, the
eldest of their number kept watch until the midnight
hour in order that he might then be given his rest until
the sunrise came. Younger men could better endure the
cold of the small hours of the night. All through the
long night, the shepherds took turns to watch.
So it was that this night the eldest and the youngest
stood guard together at midnight. How still it was!
How crisp and clear and bright. When it was time to
change the watch, the two walked toward the smoulder
ing fire and the low-walled sheepfold that was to be
their bedchamber on the crest of the hill. They would
awaken the one who was next to stand guard and then
they would lie down to quiet sleep.
But, suddenly a brightness seemed to fall about them,
increasing in brilliance as though some great light was
falling from the heavens above. Before they could
awaken the others the wondrous flood of dazzling white
ness was upon them, and they fell to the earth with
fear and trembling. The two sleeping shepherds,
awakened by the piercing rays of the bright light, jumped
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to their feet, clutching their crooked sticks, ready to
defend their flock from an unseen enemy. The frightened
dogs crouched in the shadows. The defenseless sheep
ran together.
Then a voice spoke, clear and comforting: “Fear not;
for behold, I bring you good tidings of great joy which
shall be to all the people.” The shepherds listened:
“For there is bom to you this day in the city of David
a Saviour, who is Christ the Lord.” How wonderful!
how glorious! But how would they know their King?
“And this is the sign unto you: Ye shall find a babe
wrapped in swaddling clothes, and lying in a manger.”
The shepherds were too dazed to understand what they
had heard and too amazed to speak. Nor did they dare
look toward him who spoke these astonishing words.
As they waited in wonder, there came the voice of the
angel choir singing a song of joyful praise:
“Glory to God in the highest,
And on earth peace, good will toward men.”

Again and again came the beautiful refrain. Then fainter
and fainter it sounded until it faded away on the night
air as though the choir had been lifted again into the
heavens.
Finally the oldest of the shepherds broke the stillness
that had been cast like a spell over all living things.
“Come, let us go to Bethlehem and see this thing that
is come to pass, which the Lord hath made known unto
us.” With one accord they arose and hastily gathering
their flock within the fold, they went forth to find the
Christ Child.
And so we get back into the frame of our picture and
we see the shepherds cautiously entering the stable cave.
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How closely they keep together as they pause in the
shadow of the two huge pillars! Yes, even as the
heavenly messenger said, here are a mother and her new
born babe resting on the hay-strewn floor of the stable.
The mother looks with loving, happy eyes at the child
in her arms while the father, guarding his loved ones,
looks questioningly at the intruders.
After moments of reverent silence, the eldest of the
shepherds speaks: “For unto us a child is bom, unto
us a son is given; and the government shall be upon
his shoulder: and his name shall be called Wonderful,
Counsellor, Mighty God, Everlasting Father, Prince of
Peace.” And then the shepherds tell about the dazzling
light, the heavenly messenger and the angel chorus. So
excited and joyous they are that even the timid boy
shepherd chimes in: “We were terribly afraid at first.
Our dogs were scared, too, and ran away. But oh, how
wonderful it was to hear that voice—to listen to the
angels sing and to know that our King has come!”

17
BOOMERANG
“Give, and it shall be given unto you---- "—Luke 6: 38.

Object: A boomerang which is a block "L” having both sides
at least three inches in length. Lay the boomerang on a book
with one end protruding and strike with a pencil. It will sail
away spinning and return again. With only a little practice, one
can make it return to one’s hand.

One evening when I was a boy, I well recall seeing
another boy standing under a street light playing a
peculiar kind of game. He would take a little cross
made of two thin sticks, throw it with all his might out
into the darkness and then stand with his hands on his
hips. A few seconds later that little cross would fall
at his feet. Time and again he threw the cross, and each
time it came right back to him.
Naturally I was curious. Other boys were curious,
too. Soon a crowd of us had gathered and were watch
ing for the first time in our lives the throwing of a
boomerang. We asked many questions and found that
a certain shoe store was giving a boomerang to every
boy who called at the store accompanied by his father
or mother. Next day, that store was surrounded by a
crowd of boys and their parents.
You know the boomerang is used by the natives of
Australia in hunting game. The fine thing about it
is that you can use it over and over again. If you throw
it at a kangaroo and miss, the boomerang will come back
and you can try again. The Australian natives are skillful
with the boomerang and can make it perform some very
unusual tricks.
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Would you like to see a boomerang? Keep your eyes
wide open and one will sail right over your heads. Don’t
try to'catch it for it knows just what to do and will
come back to my hand. All right, here it comes!
It isn’t at all hard to throw one of these little boom
erangs and I am going to give each boy and girl one as
you leave the service. I want you to do two things with
them: First, learn how to make them sail away and
back to your hand. Second, read the Bible text that
you will find written about the boomerang: “Give,
and it shall be given unto you.”
That is our “boomerang text.” You will find it in
the sixth chapter of Luke, the thirty-eighth verse.
We call it the “boomerang text” because if you use
it, you will find it works just like a boomerang. If you
share with other people, you receive a blessing, too. If
you do a kindness to some one, you find it makes you
happy, too. If you are a real friend, you will have
friends yourself. It always works that way because that
is the way God made the world.
The text not only says that if we give we receive,
but it says that we receive back in the same measure as
we give.
For instance: if a boy knows he ought to offer some
of his candy to his friends but is too stingy to let ana little piece, then that boy gets a stingy return. He
won’t get any real happiness in sharing but will feel
mean and ashamed. He won’t enjoy the candy he has
left because he will be afraid to be seen eating it for
fear he will have to pass it around again. So you see
the rule really works. The boy who is generous is dealt
with generously, and has a jolly time.

62

BOOMERANG

Of course it couldn’t work any other way. Even God
will not put something in a closed hand. When we open
our hands to give to another, God will put something
into our hands, too.
I know a girl whom all the girls and boys like. When
ever they have a party or gather on the playground, they
always want Sue there because she is what they call
the “life of the crowd.” Sue doesn’t sit in a corner,
but is right out in the center of things helping every
one have a good time.
I know a boy who likes to share whatever he has with
other boys in the neighborhood. John calls the boys to
gether and they organize a ball game with his ball, bat,
and gloves. The neighbor boys have a good time and so
does John. Did you ever walk on stilts? John has a pair
of stilts that every boy in that end of town has tried to
walk on. John has as much fun watching the other
boys as when walking on them himself.
As we give, so we receive. Of course, that works the
bad way as well as the good way. I remember a boy
who used to play in his yard like a frightened rabbit.
He always had one eye on the lookout for a certain
boy. The trouble was simply this: The other boy
claimed that Henry threw a rock at him once. Now
every time he comes that way, he throws rocks at Henry.
Henry was getting back what he sent. If we give evil,
we get evil, and if we give good, we get good in return.
Take these little boomerangs with you and learn how
to throw them. Don’t forget that you are always throw
ing good deeds or bad deeds, kind words or unkind
words at your playmates. Be sure you remember the
rule: “Give and it will be given unto you.”
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A NEW PAGE
"Whatsoever ye do, in tvord or in deed, do all in the name of
the Lord Jesus."— Cou 3:17.
Object: A notebook opened to page symbolizing a record of the
past year. Printed words tell of accomplishments, and red check
marks and blots indicate mistakes and failures. Later a new,
clean page is turned.

Did you ever get a paper back from your school teacher
all marked up with red pencil and with so many mis
takes you were ashamed to let anyone see it?
Here in my notebook is such a page. This is not a
school paper but a record of the year just gone by.
Notice what it tells us. The year started out splen
didly. Some fine things were planned and some fine
things were done. But we did not get very far until
we had made some mistakes, got careless and allowed
blots and bad workmanship to spoil the page. These
things “stick out,” as we say, “like a sore thumb,” so
that we cannot miss seeing them. They include bad
temper, carelessness, laziness, and selfishness.
The record is not all bad, though. Many very fine
things are listed. There are many happy smiles, some
kind deeds, some thoughtfulness, a good record of at
tendance at church school and church, and quite a bit
of good will and good intentions. Some of our work
was very carefully and neatly done. It is too bad that
these blots and red marks stand out so on the page;
for they make it look as though all was bad.
How can we be sure we will not mess up this sheet
for the new year as we did the old one last year?
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I think a text will help us here. We find it in Colossians, chapter three, verse seventeen: “Whatsoever ye
do, in word or in deed, do all in the name of the Lord
Jesus.” The famous Russian writer, Tolstoy, tells a
story, “Where Love Is, There God Is Also,” which
shows just how wonderfully this text works.
Martuin was a poor man. From his trade as a shoe
maker, he earned enough to live on but he longed for
companionship. In his loneliness Martuin was very sad
at times and he began to read his Bible for comfort.
As he read the story of Jesus, he thought: Jesus too
must have been very lonely. How little did the people
appreciate him and how little did they realize the privi
lege of knowing him and having him as their friend.
One night Martuin became so interested that he read
on and on until the oil in his lamp was all burned
out. Perhaps he was thinking over what he had read,
but he fell asleep as he sat at his reading table. He
suddenly heard a voice calling him: “Martuin I”
Martuin started from his nap. “Who’s there?”
He looked all about the room but could see no one.
Again he heard the voice: “Martuin, look tomorrow into
the street. I am coming.”
For a long, long time Martuin pondered these words.
What could they mean? Finally he went to sleep.
Early the next morning Martuin was up eager to
prepare for the Master’s visit. He straightened his little
room and then as he worked at his bench he continually
cast his eye toward the window as each shadow fell,
thinking it might be his Guest of Honor.
In his eager watching he saw many things in the
street that day that he would not otherwise have noticed.
Seeing a poor, cold street sweeper staggering before his

A NEW PAGE

65

window, Martuin called him in and gave him a cup of
tea and let him warm himself by the stove. He shared
with him his expectation of the Master’s visit and they
talked of the possibility of Christ’s actually coming.
Later when a woman with a baby stood near the
window, shivering in the cold, Martuin brought them
into his shop, gave them food and a cloak and com
forted them with his friendliness.
So the day went by and night came. Martuin put
away his tools in disappointment and sat down by his
lamp to read his Bible. Christ had not visited him as
Martuin had expected and hoped.
The book opened to that familiar passage where he
read: “I was hungry and ye gave me meat; thirsty and
ye gave me drink; naked and ye clothed me.”
Martuin was puzzled. “The Master did not even
come,” he said to himself, “how could I minister to
him?”
As he was thinking about these words, he seemed
to see the faces of the visitors he had welcomed to his
shop that day: the street sweeper, the poor woman with
her baby, and all the others. Then he began to under
stand as he read the words: “Inasmuch as ye have done
it unto the least of these my brethren, ye have done it
unto me.”

/9
IT’S CONTAGIOUS!
"Whatsoever things are pure, whatsoever things are lovely....
think on these things."—Phil. 4: 8.
Objects: A quarantine sign and a flower.

The other day I saw a boy do a most comical thing.
He came up on the porch where his friend lived and was
just about to ring the bell when he noticed a sign with
the big word “WARNING.” Then he clamped his
fingers on his nose, tiptoed off the porch and ran as
fast as he could go.
We think of diseases and bad things as being con
tagious but good things can be contagious, too. We
can “catch” good habits and kind thoughts and we really
ought to "expose” ourselves to such things so they will
“take” with us.
Out at the city limits of a great city is a little settle
ment called the “Patch.” The people who live there are
very poor. Their houses are mere shacks made of pack
ing boxes, scraps of tin and odds and ends pieced to
gether. These houses remind one of old suits of clothes
with patches of different kinds and colors of material
sewed on. That is probably the reason for naming the
place the “Patch.”
Now Ruby lived in the “Patch.” It was a dismal
place, but Ruby had not thought very much about it
because she had always lived in that sort of place. I
suppose she never would have thought much about it if
her Sunday school class had not decided one Sunday to
supply flowers for the pulpit of the church. This was
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right in the winter time when the snow was on the
ground and the ice was on the pond. They knew they
could not buy expensive flowers from the florist but
they had an idea. They planned to grow their own
flowers.
So they borrowed some seed catalogues and as they
turned the pages and looked at the beautiful flowers,
they saw imaginary bouquets of these very flowers on
the pulpit stand with a little card attached and the
words: “Given by the Sunshine Class.” It was a lot of
fun deciding just what seeds they would buy. Some of
the little plants must be grown in window boxes in the
house and later transplanted to the garden. Some plants
would be tall, others very low, which meant they must
plant their gardens just as soon as the warm days came.
That is how it happened that Ruby had a package of
flower seed and planned to have a garden. She looked
all around her little shanty house for a place to make the
garden. The ground was so hard and so covered with
ashes and gravel that it looked hopeless. Then Ruby
thought of the woods close by and remembered the nice
black dirt she had seen there. She got a basket and car
ried some of this loam to the little place she had blocked
off for her garden and soon she had a fine bed for
the little seeds.
As the weeks went by, girls were busy with gardens
all over the city; but no garden was watched more
closely and with more interest than was Ruby’s. Not
only Ruby’s brothers and sisters and her father and
mother, but it seemed that all the boys and girls and
their fathers and mothers became interested. It was the
talk of little “Patch town.” When two or three people
stopped to talk, they would not be talking long until
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someone would say: “How is Ruby’s garden coming
along? Have you seen it today?” Then one who had
just been by Ruby’s house would say: “The nasturtiums
are four inches high and the snapdragons already have
buds. You must stop and see them!”
So it was that every day neighbors stopped to see
the progress of the garden. One of the girls who lived
almost at the end of the street discovered the first flower
in full bloom in the garden, a yellow calendula.
There was an interesting thing about Ruby’s garden.
As the flowers came out in all their loveliness, it seemed
to make “Patch town” itself a different place. People
smiled at each other. Often you could hear a bit of
melody as you walked down the street for people began
singing at their work. And, would you believe it, Ruby’s
garden began to “seed itself” all over the neighborhood.
Yes, other boys and girls wanted beautiful gardens,
too, and so they began to dig and to haul dirt and to
plant seeds. Soon there were loveliness and fragrance
about almost every house in “Patch town.”
One day a big, shiny car drove down the street and
stopped in front of Ruby’s house. Out of the car came
some important-looking men and women who walked
over and looked at Ruby’s garden. One of them (Ruby
learned later it was a photographer from the newspaper)
took a picture of her and her garden. These strangers
talked together a bit and then the gentleman said to
Ruby: “I wish to congratulate you. We are the com
mittee from the Garden Club and we have just decided
that your little garden wins first prize in the classifica
tion of new gardens.”
He said a lot more that Ruby did not hear because
she was so excited; but she did hear him say that her
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garden though small, was the most “extensive” one in
the city. He meant that Ruby’s garden was “contagious,”
for its loveliness had caused the whole neighborhood to
catch the garden spirit. Because their yards had been
beautified with flowers, people of “Patch town” seemed
brighter and happier than they had ever been.
Our text gives us a splendid garden idea. It says:
“Whatsoever things are pure, whatsoever things are
lovely,.... think on these things.” It tells how to get
seeds for a “mind” garden. We are to gather all the
good and beautiful thoughts we can find and plant them
in our minds. As our gardens of lovely thoughts grow
and blossom, we shall catch their spirit and become more
and more like them ourselves. Then others will be in
spired by us. No one can tell how many people will
be helped or how much good will be done because we
made it our practice to “think on these things.”

20
INTERNATIONAL HOUSE
“A nd they shall come from the east and west, and from the
north and south, and shall sit down in the kingdom of God."—
Luke 13:29.
Objects: A small table set with cloth, plates and silver. A globe
serves as centerpiece.
This morning I am going to tell you about a most un
usual house I once saw in New York City. It is on
Riverside Drive, facing the Hudson River, just opposite
Grant’s Tomb. Its next door neighbor is the stately
Riverside Baptist Church. It is called “International
House” because within its four walls live representatives
of nearly every nation on the globe.
To this great home come students from all parts of
the world. Here they live and study and get acquainted
with one another. They play games together, sing, eat,
talk, and listen to beautiful music and to interesting
lectures and entertainments together. When they dress
up in the colorful costumes of their own native coun
tries, they are a gay group to see.
On the wall of International House, where everyone
can see it, is a bronze tablet that tells why the house
was built and how it is to be used: “This house dedi
cated to the promotion of understanding and fellowship
among the peoples of all nations.”
Those words sound very much like the fulfillment of
a prophecy of Jesus. He said that when the gospel is
preached around the world, and people of all nations
have heard it and accepted it, “They shall come from
the east, and from the west, and from the north and
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from the south, and shall sit down in the kingdom of
God.”
We will just imagine that this church is International
House. I will pretend to be a member of the Inter
national House family eating breakfast. I will invite
Jerry and Maclyn to be my guests. Jerry and Maclyn,
if you will please come and sit here at the table with
me, the rest of the boys and girls may look in at the
window and I will tell you, as well as I remember,
what I saw the young people at International House
eating that morning of my visit. Since we have this
globe as our centerpiece, I will ask my guests to try
to locate all the countries that supply food for a break
fast at International House as I give the list. We must
turn the globe to find all the countries.
Of course there was a variety on the menu. For dif
ferent people like different things even for breakfast. I
saw them eating pineapple from the Hawaiian Islands,
bananas from Honduras—down in Central America, rolls
flavored with cinnamon from Ceylon and ham and eggs
from the United States flavored with pepper from the
East Indies. They drank tea from China, cocoa from
West Africa, and coffee from Brazil.
Now I know just what you boys and girls are think
ing. You are saying to yourself, “Why, we have all those
things at our house for breakfast.” Nearly every day
we have an “international” meal. We usually eat our
meals from “international” plates, too: “Haviland” from
France, “Crown Ducal” from England, or “Noritake”
from Japan, for instance. Our table cloth is usually
“international,” too, coming from Ireland or Belgium
or Holland.
All day long we are living in an “international” world.
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We look at the newspaper telling of happenings around
the globe. We read stories written by men and women
of other nations, and hear music composed by musicians
of far-away lands. Every day we use our telephone,
radio, or automobile. To build these required the pro
ducts of many countries and the work of many races.
You see, all of us live in “international house” and
handle “international” objects every day. The question
is: are we living “international” lives ? I mean by that,
are we doing what the members of International House
in New York are supposed to be doing: trying to under
stand people of other nations and be friends with them?
At school and on the playground you have a splendid
chance to build an “international” friendship. You know
boys and girls just like yourselves whose fathers and
mothers have come from Europe or Asia or Africa.
Christian boys and girls will see here a wonderful
opportunity to make an “international” neighborhood.
Think how much fun it would be if you would invite
some of those boys and girls to your home and could
hear them tell the interesting stories their fathers and
mothers have told them about the countries from which
they came. It would be fine if you could have a globe
near by and have your guests show you where their folks
came from as they tell about the customs of the people
over there.
But we do not need to have a tea party or a dinner
to be friendly and helpful. If we just remember that
we are citizens of an “international” neighborhood we
can think of many kind things to do and many pleasant
things to say. All together, those words and smiles and
good deeds will help to make a little kingdom of good
will out of the very place where we live.
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HOW OLD IS A PEN?
"Let no man despise thy youth.

1 Tim. 4:12.

Object: A fountain pen.

i

How old would you say this pen is? It does not look
brand new. Would you say it is a year old, five years,
ten years, or a hundred years old? Before you answer
the question, let us think a bit about pens and perhaps
we will decide a pen is much older than it looks.
There never would have been a fountain pen unless
there had been a common “dip” pen and the “dip” pen
has a father and a grandfather and even a great-great
grandfather. In other words, pens have been used for
many thousands of years.
When we try to discover the first pen ever made by
man, we find we have tackled an impossible task. No
one knows just when man began to write. On the walls
of the caves of the earliest men we know anything about,
crude pictures and signs are found. Pictures were their
writing. Not having letters or words, they made draw
ings to tell a story. These primitive men scratched,
chipped, or painted their pictures into the stone sides of
their caves. Being carved in stone and being protected
from the weather, these messages in pictures have lasted
for ages and they help us understand the people who
lived so long ago.
We learn in the Bible that the Ten Commandments
were carved on tablets of stone. Stone tablets with vari
ous kinds of writing characters have been found in buried
cities whose ruins have been dug out and these tablets
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are now in museums. Many of them were written hun
dreds of years before Christ was bom.
The Babylonians used a method of writing which was
an improvement on stone carving. They wrote on tablets
of soft clay and then baked the clay until it was hard.
The marker they used was the great-grandfather of our
pen.
The ancient Egyptians at first wrote on stone but later
they learned to make a kind of paper out of papyrus,
a water plant which grew along the Nile River. To
write on this kind of paper, they used a pen made of a
hollow reed or one cut from feathers. They discovered
the use of ink and they made their ink very much as
ink is made today.
The Romans wrote on slabs of wood covered with
wax. They made marks on the wax by use of a pointed
instrument made of bone or ivory. It was called a
“stylus” and was somewhat like the stylus we use in
writing on a stencil for the mimeograph.
So you begin to see how old a pen really is. Though
better and better pens have been made through the
years, the idea of their use and their shape—especially
that of the points—is very, very old. It was to be ex
pected that when the first pen was made of steel, it was
made to look like a quill or feather pen. When Bryan
Donkin made the first steel pen in 1803, he made it in
the shape of a quill, for that was the only kind Mr.
Donkin had ever seen or used.
Pens have been made of many kinds of materials
including bamboo, tortoise shell, gold, and bronze. To
make the points hard and lasting, they have been tipped
with diamonds, rubies and other precious stones.
Yes, the pen is very old indeed, much older than it
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looks. In the same way, people are much older than
they look. If I ask you how old you are, you will say,
“ten years old,” or eight, or twelve, as the case may be.
But you are really much older than that. Could a tenyear-old boy know about something that happened be
fore he was born? Of course he could and he does. You
boys and girls have the story of history from the time
men first began writing it down. Through books, with the
help of teachers, you profit by the wisdom of the wisest
men that have ever lived. All the inventions and dis
coveries that have been made these thousands of years
are yours to know and to use. Best of all you may have
the great truths of the gospel and the understanding
men have gained through two thousand years of Chris
tian living and study.
That helps us to understand something that Paul
said in a letter to Timothy. Timothy was quite a young
preacher, and sometimes he got discouraged and felt he
did not amount to very much. Paul did not want him to
be timid or fearful about his ability. He wrote to Timo
thy : “Let no man despise your youth.” In other words,
he might have said: “Young man, you are older than
you think. You have the advantage of school and books
and teachers and the whole experience of the race for
centuries. You know God’s love and Christ’s power to
save men. You have a great message which people need.
Now get busy and make good use of your time.”
That was good advice for Timothy and it is good
advice for you. With faith and with the help of others
who share their knowledge with you, you are all old
enough and wise enough to do great things for the Lord.

22
WHAT IS IN YOUR HAND?
"And Jehovah said unto him, What is that in thy hand?"—
Exon. 4:2.
Objects: Objects that have two uses, an obvious and a con
cealed one. For instance: a cane that proves to be hollow and
contains an umbrella, a fountain pen that is also a flashlight,
or a powder box that produces music.

On the table this morning we have three very common
objects but we may discover them to be uncommon. This
cane, for instance, looks like an ordinary cane, but really
it is a very extraordinary one as you see when I twist
the handle and pull out this umbrella.
This fountain pen is unusual, too. It writes, as you
see, but also throws a light on the writing paper when
I press this little button. It is an illuminating fountain
pen—very useful if you need to write in the dark.
This powder box looks like other powder boxes you
have seen but when I lift the lid, the box begins to play
sweet music. It not only does its work, but it sings as
it works.
Almost everything you and I have is like these objects
before us, but it takes imagination to discover how useful
they are. The drum major of the high school band could
take this cane and make it whirl so fast it would make
us dizzy to watch it. He has learned how to use a cane
in a different way from just tapping it on the street as
he walks along. A poet like Eddie Guest could take this
pen and write a beautiful poem with it. With his imagina
tion and my pen he could put words together in a won
derful way.
76

WHAT IS IN YOUR HAND?

77

To me one of the most interesting stories in the Old
Testament is about a man who was led to discover how
wonderful a common cane can become if one has plenty
of imagination and faith when he uses it. I am going to
start telling the story and just as soon as one of you
thinks you know about whom I am talking, hold up
your hand and tell me his name.
This man was tending sheep one day out in the wilder
ness when he saw a most unusual sight. At a distance
from him, a bush was on fire. He had seen a bush burn
before—in fact many, many times—but this one was
different. It was aflame but did not burn up. After
watching it awhile he walked over for a closer look.
The voice of the Lord speaking to him said: “Moses,
what is that in your hand?”
I presume Moses thought this a peculiar question.
Anyone could see he had a plain shepherd’s crook in his
hand. But God said: “Throw it on the ground, Moses.”
When Moses obeyed, the cane turned into a snake.
Moses was frightened just as you and I would be if this
cane in my hand would suddenly turn into a snake. But
you remember God told Moses to pick it up by the tail.
It became a cane again as soon as Moses caught its tail.
I think the whole purpose of that story is to tell us
that canes and pens and whatever else we have in our
hands can be used of God in wonderful ways if we are
willing to let him use them. The climax of the story is
that God called Moses to the great task of leading the
people of Israel out of bondage. The cane became the
symbol of Moses’ authority from God. It was the cane
that Moses held over the Red Sea that the waters might
turn aside and let the people walk over on dry land. It
was the cane that Moses used at the rock to bring forth
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the spring of water. Moses had known only one use for
his cane—herding sheep. God taught Moses wonderful
new ways that the common cane could serve him in his
labor for God.
The story of Moses and his cane is very old but it
is as new as the news in our morning paper so far as
its central truth is concerned. It says to you and to me:
“What is that in your hand? Are you really using it in
all the fine ways it can be used and are you using it for
God?”
Now I am not going to ask you what you have in
your hands but I am going to ask each of you to ask
yourself that question. There are so many things we
may find. We have hands that can wash and wipe dishes,
mow the lawn, rake leaves, carry out ashes, scrub and
sweep floors, carry home groceries, carry flowers to a
sick neighbor—and many more useful things than we
have time to name.
Why not each one of us dramatize the story of Moses
this week at home and each one of us be the hero or
heroine of the story? As we hear the question: “What
is that in your hand?” we will look carefully at our
own hands to see what we can do for the Lord and we
will say: “Here it is, Lord, show me how to use it every
day for you.”

i
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UNCLE ABE
Object: Display picture of Abraham Lincoln.

February 12th is the birthday of a very famous man.
Can you boys and girls tell me his name?
Certainly—Abraham Lincoln.
Can you think of any other names by which President
Lincoln was known?
Yes, he was nicknamed “Abe,” “Honest Abe,” and
“Father Abraham.” These names are all familiar but
there is another one which I wish to add today: “Uncle
Abe.” It is interesting that some boys and girls called
the president of the United States “Uncle Abe” even
though he was not actually their uncle. There is perhaps
no other country in the world where children would even
think of speaking of the highest ruler in the land in such
a familiar way.
We do live in a land that is different. It has often
been said that our country is a country of families. We
like to think in terms of homes with fathers and mothers,
brothers and sisters, rather than thinking in terms of
“subjects” or “citizens” or just “people.” When we talk
of the folk who live in the White House at Washington,
we speak of them as the “first family” of the land. When
the President draws up his chair before the microphone
for a “fireside chat” he speaks to America’s families.
When we dress up a character in our imaginations to
represent our nation, we think of a tall man with a “stove
pipe” hat, red-and-white striped trousers, and a long
tailed blue coat spangled with white stars. We call this
grand old man “Uncle Sam.”
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Though I do not know just where our idea of Uncle
Sam came from, I am sure that a certain, tall president
who was often called “uncle” by children who loved him,
must have played some part in causing us to think of
Uncle Sam as tall.
So many stories have been told about “Uncle Abe”
Lincoln that if I were to begin telling some of them you
would be able to finish them as well as I. There are two
or three that show the kindliness of Mr. Lincoln toward
all creatures—animals and birds, as well as men and
women.
As we read these stories or hear them told, we cannot
help wishing we might have known “Uncle Abe” our
selves and have been blessed by his friendship. There is
a true story of a little girl named Julia who did have that
privilege. Her home was one where many prominent men
came to see her father. She enjoyed meeting these men,
especially Mr. Lincoln. He always paid attention to her,
calling her by a pet name, “Sissy.” She would often sit
on his knee and listen to his interesting stories.
One day when “Uncle Abe” came to Julia’s house, he
saw that she was busy with a little box and he asked
what she was doing.
“I’m counting my missionary money, Uncle Abe,” was
her reply.
"Uncle Abe” walked across the room holding out his
hand to give Julia a coin to add to her offering.
“No thank you, Uncle Abe,” she said, “I cannot take
your money because I must earn all that goes into the
missionary box.”
“Uncle Abe” put the coin back into his pocket and
said nothing more about it that day. Next morning when
he came downstairs with his satchel ready to go to the
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train he said: “Sissy, won’t you go to the station with
me and help me carry my satchel?”
Of course Julia was glad to go and so they went along
together each carrying one handle of the satchel. When
they reached the station, “Uncle Abe” handed Julia a
bright coin. “Now you must take this coin for you have
earned it by helping me carry my satchel,” he said.
Julia took that coin and happily carried it home. She
thought it was the brightest penny she had ever seen.
Next Sunday morning when the missionary boxes were
all opened and the money was being counted, the teacher
looked at the figures on Julia’s box and then said to
Julia: “Julia, are you sure you counted your money
correctly? You have more than eighty-two cents here.
What about this coin: did you count it, too?”
“Oh,” said Julia, "that is the bright penny Uncle Abe
gave me for helping him carry his satchel to the station.”
“But Julia,” said the teacher, “that isn’t a penny at
all; it is a five-dollar gold piece!”

24
GUESS WHO!
Boys and girls enjoy taking part in the program. Such
participation makes the program really theirs. They are
enthusiastic in their response when offered a responsi
bility. It is just as important to give them opportunity
for participation as it is to prepare a good story for them.
Many advantages result. The lesson is more meaning
ful to the children when they take part; their loyalty is
greatly encouraged and the minister finds opportunity to
get better acquainted with his boys and girls by making
contacts with them in advance, rehearsing them for their
parts in the service.
The present note is to record a happy experience that
occurred during the month of February when the children
were thinking in terms of the birthdays of two presidents.
The primary group was asked to prepare two charades
using incidents in the lives of the two presidents and
present them at the children’s sermon period the following
Sunday morning. The juniors were to guess who and
what.
Great secrecy pervaded the primary department just
after this assignment was made. Whispering and intense
activity were reported. The leader counseled with the
children and after talking over a number of incidents in
the lives of Lincoln and Washington, the children decided
upon two which they thought they could dramatize. The
first was the story of Lincoln walking three miles to
return a few pennies owing through a mistake in change.
The second was the story of the Quaker who as he was
delivering bread to the soldiers saw General Wash82
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ington at prayer and reported to his wife that he felt
confident the colonists would win the war because the
general was asking God’s aid.
On Saturday morning four primaries, with their
teacher, were at the church for rehearsal. They care
fully closed the office door when they came in to talk
with the pastor about their plans. They guarded an im
portant secret.
After practicing their presentation several times, they
asked the pastor to come and watch the performance
and make any suggestions for improvement. Then they
went home, impatiently awaiting the morrow.
The mother of the boy who played Washington said
her boy tried to read all he could find about our first
president in order that he might correctly impersonate
that great character. All that week he “lived” Wash
ington.
On Sunday morning those primary children made a
real contribution to the service as they faithfully acted
out their roles and presented their stories in silent drama.
The pastor asked a few questions by way of drawing
out the points in the stories and the lesson was more
effectively taught than would have been possible by the
most masterful telling of the stories by an adult.
Variety is good for any program and the best of
variety for a children’s talk is to allow the children
themselves to lend a hand.

25
IMPORTANCE
"Now ye arc the body of Christ, and severally members thereof."
—1 Cor. 12:27.

Objects: Automobile ignition key, rotor from distributor and a
spark plug.

Here are three little objects, any one of which I can
easily hide in my hand. Though they are small, they
are important. Since it may take a close look to decide
about them, I am going to ask an investigating committee
to come up and examine them.
Will Bob, Merrill, and John, serve as a committee?
Now boys, look these objects over carefully and see
if you recognize them. Yes, this is a key—an automobile
key, and that is a spark plug.
What is this third piece? Do you give up?
Boys and girls, the committee cannot quite figure out
the last object but they think it is part of a radio. Can
anyone tell what it is? Yes, it is something from an
automobile—and a very important part. It is a rotor—
the little part that turns around inside the distributor
and sends the electric spark just at the right time to
each of the cylinders, firing the gas and making the
engine go.
These three objects are very important. An automobile
cannot run without them. The engine will not even
start without the key and the rotor and it will go limping
along if one of the spark plugs is missing. Small as
they are an automobile will not run without them.
Do you know that each one of you is just that im
portant?
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You are important to God and to the working out of
his plans. Our text today says that all of us together
make up the body of Christ—that is, the church. It goes
on further to say that just as a person’s body has many
parts—hands, arms, feet, and head, so there are many
members who make up the church. Just as our ears have
something to do which is different from what our fingers
do, so different members of the church have their sepa
rate jobs. Some sing in the choir, some teach in the
church school, some are deacons, others are trustees, still
others are ushers; but everyone has an important work
to do in the church program.
This includes every single one of us. We may not
have an official job but we do have a place to fill. From
time to time all of you are called upon to help in the work
of your class or department and some of you hold offices.
One of your jobs just now is to be-in training for future
work. In the church school you are learning what it
means to be a Christian. At home and at school you
should be practicing the Christian life. But even if one
person could substitute for another, he would probably
have to leave his own job undone in order to take care
of the other person’s job. You see, it would not come
out right that way.
It should be thrilling to us to know that God needs
each one of us and actually has planned important things
to be done which only we can do. If we fail or refuse to
do our work, God’s plan is hindered and delayed. Even
though our work may be small, it is a part of the whole
plan. It is important that we do our part well.
Let us see how this principle works in God’s great
plan. Some things God made without man’s help, some
other things he calls us to work on with him. Think of
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a beautiful rose growing in a garden. God made that
rose with the help of the gardener and the botanist who
first developed that kind of rose from the wild stock.
Such roses never grow wild. They must be cultivated
to be so large and so beautiful. God waits until a man
or woman, boy or girl is ready and willing to help him
before he makes such a rose.
So it is that God has a job for you and he is waiting
for you to do it. If you forget or fail to take care of
it, that particular job never will be done. He has given
you certain talents and certain abilities. The very fact
that you have them shows that God is planning to give
you a chance to use them. It seems that God likes to
use our hands to do his bidding, our feet to run his
errands, our lips to speak forth his truth.
It is because God waits for us to use our hands and
feet, our voices and minds for him that we are so very
important in the world.

26
IN BONDAGE TO

SELF

"IVe .... have never yet been in bondage to any man......... If
therefore the Son shall make you free, ye shall be free indeed.”
—John 8:33, 36.
Object: Long paper wrapper such as used to cover suits
and dresses returned from the cleaner’s. Word "self” printed on
outside and holes cut near top at level of eyes.

You have just seen the fine class of boys and girls pre
sented as new members of our church. For six weeks
they have been studying the meaning of the Christian
life. I have asked two of these new members, Wilbur
and Charmaine, to help me show you the difference be
tween a Christian and one who is not a follower of
Christ. Of course we do not have time to explain fully
what it means to be a Christian, for that is a very big
subject indeed. By contrast, however, we shall show that
a Christian is “different.”
When we slip these paper wrappers over Wilbur and
Charmaine, they look like packages ready to be delivered.
We can barely see their eyes peeking out. The word
written on the casings is important in our experiment.
A long time ago Jesus made a promise to some people
who had gathered to hear his teaching. He said, “Ye
shall know the truth and the truth shall make you free.”
But they answered him saying that they were children
of Abraham and that they had never been in bondage
to any man.
Jesus’ reply holds the key to our talk today, “Every
one that committeth sin is the bond-servant of sin.” Any
one who willingly does a thing he knows is wrong be87
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comes a slave to that wrong-doing. Jesus spoke not only
to his immediate hearers. His words were meant for us.
He knew that all men would sin during their lives, and
he offered them the way through him to be forgiven for
those sins.
Most of the wrong things we do day after day are
done because we are thinking about ourselves, disregard
ing others. Before us are two helpers who have put on
a wrapping labeled “self.” Many who do not follow the
way of Jesus live bound up in “self” but the wrapper or
shell is not apparent to others except as shown by their
actions. We cannot see the bonds of selfishness that
handcuff them, nor the chains of carelessness that keep
them from a rich and happy life. But we believe, as
Jesus said, that they are servants of their sin.
Let us look at ourselves, however. Sometimes those
who know the right make mistakes; or, they forget for
a little while, and do things which they know they should
not do. Aren’t all of us apt to do that sometimes?
Jesus thought we were, and he came to tell us that we
could be saved from ourselves, that he would help us,
but that we must first ask for his help.
How can we be set free from the wrapping of self
that surrounds us? Whether it is very heavy or very
light, we do not want it to separate us from our heavenly
Father. In the sermon Jesus preached in the synagogue
of his home town in Nazareth, he quoted a section from
the book of Isaiah and explained that he himself was sent
from God to release people from their bondage. He is
our Redeemer—our Saviour. As we accept him, we
break our shells, throw off our bonds and chains, and
are made free from our “self” prison. For, “If therefore
the Son shall make you free, you shall be free indeed.”

IN BONDAGE TO SELF

L

i

i

89

Wilbur and Charmaine, will you show us how quickly
you can tear out of those wrapper prisons that hold you
just now?
It wasn’t very hard to break out of the paper sacks,
was it? It really isn’t hard to break out of our prisons
of selfishness, either. When we realize that we are in
a shell and believe that Jesus is our deliverer, we simply
accept him, step out of our selfish wrapper, and dedicate
our lives to be lived his way rather than our way. That
is becoming a Christian.
Of course, breaking the shell is just the first step.
When a chick breaks his shell and comes out into the
world, it is not the end of his life, but the beginning.
He must scratch, and peck, and work hard to live and
grow big.
A young Christian needs to do a lot of scratching and
hustling, too. He must study and work hard to grow as
a Christian. To every question he must answer, he will
try to find the Christian answer. To every problem he
must solve, he will try to find the Christian solution.
He will study his Bible, for that is the guide book of
the Christian Life. He will learn to pray unselfish prayers
that God hears and answers. He will take his place in
the church, which is the training school and the work
shop of Christian people. He will learn to do by doing,
and grow strong in Christian character by exercising his
spiritual muscles. He will never stop growing; for there
is so much to know, and so much to do that it will take
more than one lifetime to get it all done. Then one day
he will be happy when he hears those welcoming words:
“Well done, good and faithful servant; you have been
faithful over a few things, I will set you over many
things; enter into the joy of your Lord.”

27
LIKE FLINT
“He (Jesus) stedfastly set his face to go to Jerusalem."—Luke
9:516.
Object: A flint arrow head or hatchet.

When I was a boy, the age of you boys and girls, my
pastor used an expression which impressed me so I have
never forgotten it. He was talking about Jesus’ going
up to Jerusalem and being determined to go even though
he knew it meant trouble, suffering, and death. He
wanted to go because he knew it was God’s will for him.
The expression my pastor used was this: “Jesus set his
face like flint to go to Jerusalem.”
All of you know how hard flint is. You certainly can
not bend it or mash it with your fingers. Most of you
boys have a flint arrow head or two. We know that in
the Stone Age, long before people knew about bronze
and iron, men who lived in caves used flint for making
tools. They had spear heads, axes, knives, and hammers
of flint. The head or cutting part of all their tools was
made of this hard, sharp stone. The handle was usually
of wood to which the head was tied with thongs of
animal hide. Flint was hard enough to chop wood and
to carve it into whatever shape the cave men needed to
make it. Knives made of flint had to serve as scissors
when the women of these primitive times cut animal
skins for clothing.
Think of the kind of determination a person must have
to justify our speaking of him as setting his face like

flint!
Jesus steadfastly set his face to do what God sent him
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into the world to do. He turned neither to the right
nor to the left but went straight forward toward his
duty. He has set the example for all Christians to follow.
We are to set our faces steadfastly—like flint—toward
the right, and never to turn from our task until it is
finished.
The Bible has many examples of men who followed
God’s will and did not swerve off the path of duty. We
know their names. As I tell a little of the story of their
lives, let’s see who will be first to think of their names.
One was a boy whom his father loved so much that
it was plain to others how the father felt. The older
brothers were jealous because this boy seemed to be his
father’s favorite. He was disliked because he told his
brothers how he dreamed about being a ruler. One day
when he came out to visit his brothers as they tended
the flocks, they took him and sold him as a slave. He
was carried away to Egypt to become a household serv
ant. There, in spite of temptation and in spite of mis
treatment and disappointment, he determined always to
set his face like flint to do the right. He proved loyal
to that determination. One day when he interpreted the
king’s dream foretelling a great famine, he was made a
ruler in the land. He stored up grain during years of
plenty and saved it for the people during years of want.
.... Yes, his name was-----------------Another young man and his friends were taken prisoner
and carried off to a strange land. He, too, was made a
slave. The man he served offered him wine and rich
food but he and his three friends determined never to
eat or drink anything harmful to their bodies. They set
their faces like flint to serve God no matter what hap
pened. The young man became known for his depend-
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ability and his wisdom. One one occasion he was called
in to a banquet hall where the king and his friends were
having a great feast. A hand had appeared writing
words on the wall which none of the banqueters under
stood. This young man interpreted the words and had
the courage to explain them to the king, although they
were a condemnation of the king’s wicked life. Said the
young man to the king: “You are weighed in the scales
and found wanting.” Though the young man was re
warded by the king at this time for his service, he was
later brought into trouble by some jealous men who in
duced the king to have him thrown into a den of hungry
lions. But even there, he suffered no harm........Yes, it
was
The stories of these two men are told in the Old
Testament. We will think of at least one from the New
Testament. He was our first missionary. But he was
not even a Christian when we first read of him. He was
a persecutor of Christians. He put them in chains and
threw them into prison. He was converted and became
a new man. His name was changed also. From that time
on he set his face like flint to serve his Lord and no one
could stop him. He was persecuted, he was thrown into
prison, he was stoned, he was shipwrecked; but he never
for a moment stopped preaching Christ. Here is what
he said about his determination: “One thing I do: for
getting those things which are behind, and reaching
forth to those things that are before, I press toward
the mark for the prize of the high calling of God in
Christ Jesus.” Yes, Paul was his name.
The great Christian leaders of the church, through
all its history, have followed Christ in setting their faces
like flint to do the right. When members of the early
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church were persecuted by the Roman emperor, they set
their faces like flint toward Jesus and would not deny
him even though that loyalty meant suffering and per
haps death. So it has been all through the years. Those
who really love Christ are loyal to him and steadfastly
follow his will.
Putty is just the opposite of flint in its character, for
it is so soft you can mash it with your fingers. Some
people are more like putty in their plans and purposes
than like flint. They say they are going to do something
but when the going gets hard they decide to do something
else that is easier. They claim to love Christ, but when
the test comes, they deny him. They set their faces like
putty and become cowards at the first show of trouble.
Jesus set his face steadfastly—like flint— to do God’s
will. All true followers of Jesus will follow his example
and set their faces steadfastly—like flint—to do his will.

I
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MEASURING THE CROSS
"For God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son
that whosoever believeth on him should not perish, but have
eternal life.”—John 3:16.

Object: A wooden cross.

If boys and girls were asked to measure this little wooden
cross, it would be an easy thing to do. You would take
a ruler or a tape and lay it down this way and that, and
soon know its height and width.
But if you were asked to measure the cross of Christ,
how would you begin? It was made of rough-hewn
timber, of two pieces. The upright piece was probably
ten or twelve feet long and the cross piece, perhaps five
feet. But even if you could find the exact dimensions
of that wooden cross, you would not have found the
true measure of the cross of Christ.
In the true measure of the cross, inches and feet are
unimportant. The length and breadth we would measure
are such that even our imaginations cannot stretch to
understand their greatness. The cross will go far beyond
where our minds can reach. Even before we make the
attempt then, we may know that we cannot succeed. Yet
we shall try; for in our effort, our minds will open to
realize just how wonderful our God is, and how great is
his love for us.
You will find the measuring rod in John 3:16. We
all know it by heart. Let us say it together: “For God
so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son,
that whosoever believeth in him should not perish, but
have everlasting life.”
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How can that verse measure the cross of Christ? The
cross must be measured by God’s love; that verse tells
us how great God’s love is. He loved the world so much
that he sent Jesus to live, to suffer, and to die, in order
that all of us might be saved.
Can you measure love? Let’s see if we can. Here is
Bobby. His father and mother think he is a pretty fine
boy. They love him a great deal. Can their love be
measured in money? Suppose I offer Bobby’s father
and mother a thousand dollars for him. Do you think
they would call it a bargain? No, we are all sure they
would not sell him even if I could offer a million dollars;
for love cannot be measured by money.
Can you measure love by time ? Let us think of Bobby
again. Since Bobby’s parents will not sell him today,
I’ll just wait for awhile. I’ll wait for five years. Won’t
their love wear out in five years so they will be ready
to sell him then? Of course not! You cannot measure
love by time either. No matter what happens, or how
long the time may be, love will continue.
Now we have been thinking of love as a measuring
rod. It is really God’s love even though we have talked
of the love of father and mother. Did you know that
the love of a Christian father or mother is different from
the love of a pagan father or mother? A story which
Dr. Paul Harrison, the “Desert Doctor,” tells would lead
us to think so. Dr. Harrison says that one day when he
was in Arabia, a very sick little boy was brought to him.
When he examined the boy, he found that a serious opera
tion was necessary to save his life and that furthermore,
he must have grafted into his body a piece of living
tissue from the body of some strong, healthy person.
Dr. Harrison thought the boy’s father would be glad
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to make a sacrifice to save his boy’s life, but he would
not. Neither would the boy’s mother. The same was
true of all the boy’s relatives. They preferred to see the
boy die than have a bit of their flesh cut from their
bodies.
How different are your fathers and mothers—Chris
tian parents. They would be willing to do anything in
the world for you; even give their lives for you if need
be.
But you want to know what happened to the little
boy. Some of you probably have guessed. Dr. Harrison
is a Christian. He loved that little boy even though he
had never seen him before that day. When he found that
the boy’s parents and relatives would do nothing for
him, he cut into his own arm, took out a piece of tissue,
and grafted it into the boy’s body. The little boy got well.
How he must have loved Dr. Harrison after that; for
the doctor had actually saved his life.
Such a true story helps us to measure the cross of
Jesus. His love was so great that he stooped to help
everyone who was in need. He healed beggars and lepers.
He ministered to the worst kind of bad men and women.
He said that they required more love than good people
because they needed so much help.
So if we try to measure the cross of Christ by God’s
love, we might say it goes down and down—deep enough
to reach the lowest and the worst sinner in all the world.
It goes up and up—high enough to reach the Father in
Heaven. It reaches out to the east and to the west far
enough to encircle the world—to every man, woman, and
child of every race and nation on the face of the earth!

29
THE

UNSEEN

CERTAINTY

"As it is written:
Eye has not seen,
Nor ear heard,
Neither have entered into man’s heart
The things which God has prepared
For those who love him."
1 Cor. 2:9.

Objects: Butterfly chrysalis or cocoon and a mounted butterfly,
or picture of one.
When the Scripture was read, did some of you think
to yourselves that science has changed the world so that
the words I read were no longer quite so true? Did you
picture in your minds the microscope which makes small
things large, and the telescope which makes distant things
seem near at hand. You may have thought of the delicate
sound-recording instruments which have become quite
ordinary to us.
I have often thought how the world has changed since
those words were spoken long ago by the prophet Isaiah
and the apostle Paul. They were praising their God who
daily performed miracles in the world. Although it some
times seems that the words Isaiah and Paul spoke need
no longer be said, we must remember that they are still
true. Every hour of the day and night there are things
happening which we neither see nor hear; but we know
that they are real and wonderful. None of the fine in
struments man has made can picture these things or show
them to us.
This Easter morning we wish to talk about unseen
and unheard things. You have often heard the expres97
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sion, “a bird’s-eye view.” We are going to look at the
great fact of Easter with a “worm’s-eye view.”
There is nothing I know of that begins life looking so
ugly as does the worm, and later develops such beauty.
Nothing else in nature tells so simply about Easter as
the lowly worm with his amazing life story.
Suppose a worm were here at church this morning—
I mean a long caterpillar, such as the milkweed worm.
He is so bright in color that if he were here on the floor
we could easily see him. He would have bands of white,
black, and yellow around his body and would crawl about
as if he knew just where he was going.
His visit to the church would be a rather dismal one;
for he could not see any of the beautiful things we see
this morning: the lilies on the platform, the new spring
hats, the happy, smiling faces, nor the stained glass
windows with the sun shining through. He would just
plod along with his head close to the floor.
Did you ever think about what a caterpillar does all
day long? All he seems to do is eat. Morning, noon, and
night, he just gorges himself. This particular worm we
are talking about eats nothing but milkweed leaves. He
was bom from a tiny yellow-green egg sticking to the
underside of a milkweed leaf. As soon as he was bom
he started eating. First he ate his own egg shell, then he
began eating the leaf.
When finally he has eaten all that even a hungry worm
can, just as you do when you eat too much, he gets
sleepy. But he doesn’t sleep as you do—on the couch or
bed. He climbs up on a fence or out on a tree branch
and there weaves a little silken web. Then he tangles
his feet in the web and hangs with his head swinging
downward! Continuing to make his web, he seals him-
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self up in a case or chrysalis that hardens like a shell
around him. This chrysalis is a beautiful thing—jade
green at the top, fading to a yellowish green at the
bottom, with spots of gold over it all.
A wonderful transformation goes on inside that pretty
green shell. We cannot see it, we cannot hear it, but it
happens. In a little while, something tells the worm it is
time to wake up and come out into the world again. I
don’t know just what kind of alarm clock he has. Per
haps it is a sunbeam knocking at his door that wakens
him. At any rate, he comes out—and my! you wouldn’t
know him at all! He has wings now—gorgeous bright
orange in color, with trimmings of brown and black. He
is a Monarch butterfly, one of the most interesting and
attractive of all the butterflies.
Just as he has changed from a worm to a beautiful
fairy bird, so his habits have changed, too. He no longer
eats leaves, but with his long curling tongue, sips nectar
from the flowers. He no longer crawls on the ground,
but flies in the sky.
We can picture him as he flits from flower to flower
drinking nectar. How charming it is to watch him now as
he flutters up into the sky, drifting on the soft summer
wind. How happy he seems to be. How lovely and grace
ful he is.
We thank the worm for his story. Scripture tells us
that God has prepared for us unheard-of things. We
can no more understand them than we can understand
how an ugly worm can become a beautiful butterfly, but
we believe in God. We know that he will keep his prom
ises to us. As Jesus arose from the grave and lives for
evermore, so we, too, shall live and be like him. That is
the glorious message of Easter,

30
CHRIST’S REFLECTION
"It is no longer I that live, but Christ liveth in me.’’—Gal. 2: 20&.
Objects: A convex mirror and a mirror reflecting an outline
picture of Christ.

Since so many of you juniors are now members of the
church, we want to talk a bit this morning about being
good church members. Did you ever hear this little jingle?
“What kind of a church would my church be
If all the members were just like me?”

Of course, in one sense, it is a good thing we are not
all alike—even like the very best person in the church.
If we were all the same size, and looked alike, and had
the same talents, we would be just about as useful as
a company of lead soldiers. It is better that we are dif
ferent in so far as our abilities are concerned. But what
about our goodness?
The purpose of the jingle is to cause each member to
take a good, honest look at himself and judge whether
or not he is a good church member; whether he is living a
Christlike life or is living just like a person that does
not claim to know Christ.
I have two mirrors here that I am going to pass
around. As you look in this first one, you will be sur
prised at yourself. As you look at it the long way, you
will look like a “highbrow.” When you turn it over on
the side and look at it the narrow way, your face will
look like a “pumpkin head.”
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While you are looking at this mirror we might men
tion the fact that reflections of people are often distorted
or lopsided. Sometimes we hear one boy or girl talking
about another and the talk is not at all kind. Perhaps
the reason is that the critic himself is a bit lopsided, like
this mirror, and does not see straight. Usually, when
people criticize others, they are judging others by them
selves and their own shortcomings. The chances are that
they themselves are not very good measuring sticks for
judging other people. One must be perfect to be a perfect
judge. Do you think then that any of us may rightly
judge another?
There is a way to judge a church member and that
is for each member to judge himself by a perfect standard.
I want each of you to take a good look at this second
mirror as it is passed around. First you will see your
face and then you will notice a faint picture of the face
of Christ. He seems to be looking at you as you look
into the mirror. Christ is the perfect standard by which
all of us must judge our lives.
The apostle Paul once wrote about himself: “It is
no longer I that live, but Christ liveth in me.”
That was an unusual thing to say, and a truly wonder
ful way to live. I think he meant he had so constantly
studied to find Christ's will for him, and was so faithfully
trying to be just what Christ wanted him to be every
hour of the day, that he was reflecting Christ in all his
actions and all his words.
I once knew a boy who had a scowl on his face every
time you looked at him. He was not angry or bad tem
pered, but he had acquired the very bad habit of wrin
kling up his face the wrong way—into a frown instead of
a smile. On his birthday, that boy’s father gave him a
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fine watch—a real watch that ran and kept correct time.
In one way, however, this watch was different from any
other I ever saw. His father had had a motto engraved
on the face of the watch so that every time Bob looked
at his watch to see the time of day, he saw these cheer
ful words: “Keep Smiling.” Then he remembered to
change his frown into a smile.
If every time we looked at a watch or a clock we could
imagine the words: “It is time to do Christ’s will,” and
every time we looked into a mirror we could imagine
the Master standing there smiling at us, wouldn’t we try
our very best to be the kind of Christians and the kind
of church members that would keep his smile of approval
beaming on us? Wouldn’t that be worth living for?

1
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GOOD NEWS PAPERS
“Ye are an epistle of Christ."—2 Cor. 3:3.

Object: A newspaper.

In one of his epistles, or letters, the apostle Paul makes
the unusual statement that the very people to whom he
is writing are themselves “letters” that are “read of all
men.” If Paul were writing to our church today, I think
he would say the same sort of thing but he would prob
ably call us “newspapers” instead of “letters.”
Paul’s letters were written to whole churches and
the minister would read the letter to the congregation.
Not only would that be done, but, if they had a bul
letin board, the letter would be pinned up there so people
could read it again if they wished. Copies of the letter
were made also and sent to other churches where Paul
was known so they, too, could hear the message.
That kind of letter was very much like our newspaper. If Paul were speaking to us today he would
probably say: “You are all newspapers for Christ.”
Let us see whether or not we are gospel newspapers, or
good news newspapers.
Here on the front page we see the headlines and the
news, Just what kind of news are you telling day after
day?
I saw some good news yesterday. A little girl was
standing on the snow-covered street brushing snow from
her coat and crying. A school boy came along and asked
her if she had been hurt when she fell. “No,” she
sobbed. When he asked her why she was crying, she
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told him she had dropped her money and could not find
it in the snow.
That was real trouble, but the boy knew how to find
pennies in the snow and soon he had found them all.
The little girl thanked him and went down the street
with a smile on her face. That boy had good news on
his front page.
Now look at the next page of your newspaper. There
are the editorials. Editorials tell what the editor of the
paper thinks about the news of the day.
What kind of thoughts do you have in your paper?
Are they kind thoughts—generous, unselfish thoughts?
Do you think about other people as well as yourself, and
are your thoughts about others, kind and good ? Do you
scold, and pick flaws, and criticize, or do you think the
kind of thoughts and say the kind of words that en
courage and help? Just what sort of editorials are you
writing in your paper?
The next page is the society page. There we usually
find the parties and picnics and the good times people
have been having together.
What kind of good times have you been having this
week? When you went to that party did you stand off
in the corner because you did not like the game they
were playing, or did you get right in the middle of it
and have as much fun as anyone else? Were you boys
real gentlemen and were you girls real ladies, or were
you “roughnecks” and “tomboys”? After the party was
over did you remember to tell your host or hostess how
much you had enjoyed the afternoon?
I hope you have an interesting social page in your
newspaper with plenty of fun as well as courtesy and
politeness sufficient for the occasion.
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Now the sports page. What sports did you take part
in this week—any basket ball? any skating? coasting?
—snow-man building? In all these sports were you a
good sport? I hope you thought of the rights of other
boys and girls as well as your own. I am sure you
played fair at all times. Boys and girls have so many
chances to have fun these days: the playgrounds, the
gymnasiums, and swimming pools, the skating rinks, the
coasting hills, and all the rest! You should have a good
time and play hard. It is not necessary to win, but it
is necessary to give your best and always to show true
sportsmanship.
Next come the comic strips. Who does not know
Popeye and Olive Oyl, Joe Palooka and Knobby Walsh,
Boots and Pug, Freckles, Annie Roonie, and Andy
Gump and Chester? Some folk do not like for boys and
girls to read the “funnies,” but I really do not see how
they can help looking at them. They are just good
wholesome fun and entertainment. They seem like real,
living people.
But how about your own comic strip? Do you ever
act like a clown or tell a joke? Do you ever play practi
cal jokes? Can you “take” a joke as well as “give”
one? Let us see that our joke column and our comic
strip are always the kind that will not make us ashamed
but will bring good cheer and make friends.
Well, our papers are off the press now and we go
out to deliver them to the homes and to sell them on the
streets. We hope that all our papers will be so inter
esting and so attractive that everyone will want to read
every word and will be ready to say they are “good
news” papers.

32
MULTIPLICATION
"And other fell into the good ground, and grew, and brought
forth fruit a hundredfold."—Luke 8: 8.

Objects: Several pennies.

You have often heard your father speak about making
an investment. Perhaps he bought some property—a
house or a lot. Perhaps he bought some stock. There
are good investments and bad ones. Men invest their
money in order to make more money.
We are going to talk this morning about investing
money in God’s business—not in order to make more
money, but to multiply our usefulness as Christians. I
wish to tell you about two investments.
First, may I say that our money represents ourselves.
When we give or invest our money, it is just like send
ing a messenger to represent us. While we are at school
or busy working at home or playing on the playground,
that money-messenger is working hard for us if we have
set him to work in the right way. Money makes it
possible for us to use magic carpets like people we read
about in fairy tales. We can travel far and wide, visiting
distant countries, and can even be in many places at
the same time.
One Sunday a missionary was telling the thrilling
things she had been doing way over in China. Every boy
and girl was interested as she showed them Chinese dolls,
Chinese costumes, and toys. They enjoyed her stories
of the boys and girls she had taught in her Chinese
school.
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After the service was over, one little girl came down
to speak to the missionary. In her extended hand, the
little girl held some pennies.
“Please," she said, “I have been saving these pennies
and now I want them to be missionaries to China.”
Months went by and one day a letter came for that
little girl, in care of the pastor of the church. So amaz
ing was the story in the letter that the pastor asked the
little girl to read it to the whole congregation on Sunday
morning. Here is what it said:
“With your twelve pennies I bought twelve penny
gospels of John. I gave one to each of my class of
Chinese girls. They read the wonderful story in their
own language, in their own little books and today all
twelve gave their hearts to Christ. What a splendid in
vestment you have made in Kingdom stock!”
When we invest our money and our talents with God,
and allow him to direct their use, he blesses them,
multiplies, and glorifies them.
In Philadelphia, a large and beautiful church building
that stands at the comer of Broad and Berks streets
is said to have been started by a little girl just six
years of age. Dr. Russell Conwell, the pastor at that
time, told the story. He said that one day a little girl
by the name of Hattie Wiatt came to the church to
attend Sunday school. When she got to the church she
found so many boys and girls packed in the building
that there was not even room for just one more.
She was very disappointed and she sobbed a bit, but
she did more than just cry. She decided to do something
about it. She wished to go to Sunday school and she
wanted a church building large enough for the boys and
girls who would come.

108

MULTIPLICATION

She prayed about the matter that night before she
went to bed. Then she planned to save all her pennies
and give them to the minister to help him build a larger
church. Of course Hattie did not understand how great
a sum it would take, but she had faith and believed God
would help his people build a church that would mean
much to many people in that great city. She saved
every penny she could. No one knows how much sacri
fice her savings meant, for instead of buying candy or
toys, she put her pennies into a little red pocketbook.
She counted them time and again and was delighted as
the pocketbook grew fatter and fatter.
There is a very sad part to this story, for little Hattie
lived only a few months after she began saving to help
build the new church, but her devotion, her loyalty,
and her faith lived on. At the request of the little girl
the red pocketbook and its fifty-seven pennies were given
to Dr. Conwell.
Now someone will say: “How could you build a
church with only fifty-seven cents?”
But remember, there was much more than the pennies.
There were also faith and prayer and loyalty to Christ.
When Dr. Conwell told the story of Hattie’s beautiful
gift to his congregation it inspired them to begin to save
as Hattie had saved and to give as she had given. Be
fore very long they had many thousands of dollars, and
the splendid new stone church was built. God had
multiplied and glorified Hattie’s beautiful gift.
As we think of our pennies and nickels and think of
the many things they can buy, let us not forget that when
we put them to work in the Lord’s business, they are
doubled many times over in usefulness as he multiplies
them and adds his own gracious blessing.

33
SHOULDERS WANTED!
"They bare it upon their shoulders.’’—Num. 7:9b.

Objects: Small model church and a globe.
I’m sure all of you have ridden on Daddy’s shoulders
—not just once but many times. Perhaps you were just
playing “horse” around the house. Perhaps you were on
a fishing trip and you came to a stream too deep for
you to wade. Perhaps you and Daddy were on a hike
and you became so tired you couldn’t walk another step,
so up on his shoulders you were hoisted and comfort
ably carried along.
We think of shoulders as being used for carrying
very precious burdens. If we were going on a picnic
we would stow the lunch basket away in the rear com
partment of the car. We would lash the canoe on top
of the car or carry it in a trailer. But we wouldn’t
put Baby Sister either in the trailer or the back compart
ment. We would carry her on our lap, and when we
came to the picnic grounds we would very carefully lift
her out and carry her to a safe place under a big tree.
In the Bible we read about very sacred things being
carried on the shoulders of men. One of these very
sacred things was the ark of the Lord. You remember
it was a chest, made of acacia wood and covered with
gold. On the lid of this chest were two angels made of
solid gold, with their wings outspread. Inside the ark
were kept the two tables of the law, that is, the two
stones upon which were carved the ten commandments.
Whenever the tabernacle was moved—and you re109
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member it was a tent church—the canvas, the poles,
stakes, ropes and other fixtures were loaded on carts
drawn by oxen. The ark of the covenant, however, was
never allowed to be drawn by oxen. It was carried upon
the shoulders of the tabernacle priests.
Though it is really a way of speaking, we think today
of carrying our church upon our shoulders. That is,
our church is so sacred and so precious to us that we
do not want the city or the state to carry it as they do
the schools, or the town hall, or the jail, by tax money;
but rather we want to carry all the expense of our church
ourselves. We are glad to make sacrifices and to deny
ourselves things we might buy, in order that we can
give money to support our church.
This is Loyalty Sunday. Each of us will have oppor
tunity today to make a pledge or promise to pay a cer
tain amount of money each Sunday to the support of
our church. I want you to think of the church as the
kind of precious burden that people carry on their
shoulders. That is really just what we do. Christian
people who support their church carry that church on
their shoulders.
Now when we have such a tremendous load to lift,
we need many, many shoulders. It takes a great deal
of money to carry our church program for a year. Yet
it is easy to do if each person shoulders his part of the
load by making a pledge and paying his part each Sun
day.
Many of you boys and girls pay regularly each week
toward the support of the church. You do better than
that, for you also give each week to share the gospel
with people of other lands through the missionary pro
gram. That is a splendid thing to do.
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Would you like to know just how much of this church
you carry on your shoulders? I have figured it out care
fully in terms of time rather than pounds. When we take
what we call our “budget” for church expenses, and figure
how much it takes to carry the church for a month and
then a week and then a day—and then an hour, we
find that each one of you boys and girls who pays five
cents a week toward church expenses, actually carries
the burden of this whole church on your shoulders for
one hour and a half each year. Just think of the power
you gain by putting your nickel in the church envelope
and dropping it in the collection plate each Sunday!
Of course no one of us could really carry the whole
expense of the church all by one’s self; but as all lend
their shoulders to the load, each one carries his part.
Many of you boys and girls are carrying what amounts
to the whole load for one hour and a half. A small
contribution paid regularly, 52 Sundays a year, is a
great help for our church.
Now just to show you what it looks like to carry a
church on your shoulder, I am going to ask Bruce to
put this model church on his shoulder. Now he looks
like a strong man!
Bruce needs to be balanced. The best way I know to
balance a home church is to put the rest of the world
over on the other side of it. So let us place the globe
on Bruce’s other shoulder to put him in balance. Now
he looks like Atlas, but he is greater than Atlas, for he
is helping lift the world to the Christian level.
Isn’t it thrilling to know that each one of us can
put the church and the world mission program on our
own shoulders and help to carry them to a glorious
success through the year?

34
DOING THE IMPOSSIBLE
"Bring them hither to me."—Matt. 14:18.

Objects: A small basket containing five buns and two imita
tion fish covered with a napkin.
Did you ever see anyone do an impossible thing? Would
you like to know the secret so you can do impossible
things yourself?
The reason I am so sure you can actually learn how
to do impossible things is, that long ago a boy about
your size and age learned that such things could be
done. Ever since then, boys and girls, men and women,
have been able to do amazing things when they were
willing to go about their task just as this boy did so
long ago.
I believe most of you know about this boy, though
you do not know his name. In fact, although the whole
world knows what he did, no one seems to know his
name. One day the words of a great teacher were so
interesting that the crowd of hearers kept growing and
growing while he talked. When he finished one story,
or answered one question, always someone would beg
him to tell another story or answer another question.
So it was that the crowd forgot to go home for lunch
and were still there when supper time came.
The Teacher realized these people were tired and
hungry. So he called some of his special students, who
were accustomed to follow him as he taught, and asked
them to find some way to feed this great crowd.
You can imagine how surprised they were when he
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asked them to do that. They said just what people
say so often today when asked to do something that
seems entirely too big to be done at all.
“Why that is impossible!” they said. “No one could
feed so many thousands of people unless he were rich
and even then it would be impossible, for there are no
stores out here on the hillside from which to buy food.”
But the great Teacher was just giving his special
students a surprise test. His test was a project test—a
special problem for them to work out.
You are wondering how these students came out with
their examination. I’ll tell you: they almost “flunked”
right at the start. Not a one of them knew how to begin
to solve the problem. It seemed impossible.
Then the Teacher gave them a little hint to help them
get at the solution. I think there must have been a
twinkle in his eye when he did it. He said something
like this: “Look around and see what you can find in
the way of food.”
They searched around and asked many people if they
had brought any food with them. In this big crowd
was that boy we were talking about. Of all the people
there, he seemed to be the only one who had brought
his lunch along. He carried it in a little basket. Would
you like to know what he had in his basket? We will
not need to guess for I have just such a basket right
here and in it I have just the sort of lunch he had that
day in the crowd.
Wouldn’t it be interesting for twelve of you boys and
girls to pretend to be the twelve special students of that
great Teacher and come up here and examine the basket
for us? That is just what we will do. As you come
I will tell you your names.
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Here is Philip. The Teacher spoke to Philip first.
This is Andrew. Andrew was the one who found the
little boy. By the way, we will ask David to be the boy
and stand here with the basket.
Now let us get the names of these other boys and
girls. Of course you girls will not mind having boys’
names while we tell the story. There are Peter, James
and John. Here are Bartholomew, Matthew, and Judas
and there come Thomas, Thaddeus, and Simon.
Andrew, will you and Philip look into David’s basket?
Here are some little cookies or cakes. They are about
the same size and shape as the five barley cakes the
little boy had. Here are a couple of small fish. The boy
had five biscuits and two fish in his basket.
Let us go back to our story and see what the great
Teacher did. He looked at the little pieces of bread and
the little fish, and he said: “Bring them to me.”
Boys and girls, that is the most important line in the
whole story. We would never have the secret for doing
impossible things without that one little line. Of course
you know the great Teacher was Jesus. The little boy
was glad to give his lunch to Jesus to use for the people.
When Jesus took it and blessed it, it became enough
so that everyone had food to eat. In fact they had more
than they needed. After everyone had eaten, the twelve
students each took a basket, and gathered enough extra
food to fill all the baskets.
Could you think of anything more wonderful than
helping Jesus to do some great thing? That is exactly
what he is inviting us to do every day. He wants you to
help him do these things that may seem impossible.
Remember the secret: Bring all you have to Jesus.
Get his blessing. Then use your gifts to do his will.

35
FAITH
"For we walk by faith, not by sight."—2 Cor. S: 7.

Objects: Fishing rod with reel and line. The reel is dropped,
apparently by accident, as the speaker talks from the elevation
of the platform. It is retrieved by pulling the line until all is
off the spool, and the reel is lifted.

One of the most important words in religion is a small
word with a big meaning. That word is “faith.” All of
us have faith, yet it is pretty hard to explain just what
faith is. For instance, we have faith in the groceryman.
We buy groceries from him—vegetables, canned goods,
and meat. Mother cooks the food and puts it on the
table. We sit down and eat the food and enjoy it with
out once imagining that we might be poisoned by it.
We trust our groceryman. We believe that he would
sell only good, wholesome food.
The other day I showed my faith in a man I had
never seen before. I did not even know his name and
I do not know it yet. I was in Chicago attending a
meeting of the Board of Promotion. I drove to the
Stevens Hotel in my car. A porter took my bags to
the desk and the door man asked if I wished my car
parked for the night. I told him yes, gave him the
key, saw him drive away with my car. Two days later
I asked for my car, and in five minutes there it was
again at the door. I would never have turned over my
car key to a stranger if I had not had faith in the hotel
management.
Sometimes we put faith in something or someone not
worthy of our faith. It may be a reckless driver. We
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may believe that he is so good a driver that even if he
does drive too fast we will be safe with him. Then
he takes one chance too many and wrecks the car. He
did not deserve our faith in him.
Sometimes we have too much faith in our own ability.
I knew a boy who was riding on a river boat one day.
A picnic party were having a jolly time on the boat. As
they approached the dock where they were to stop for
the picnic, this boy thought he would steal a march on
the rest of the party and jump to the dock before the
boat landed. He climbed over the rail when the guard
was not looking, and while the boat was still five or six
feet away from the dock, he jumped. The distance was
too great for his strength and he fell into the water and
was swept under the boat. He was rescued but for a
long time it seemed that his life was gone. As expert
first-aid men worked over him he was revived, but he
had narrowly escaped because he had had too much faith
in his own ability.
Our crowning faith is our faith in God. We need to
have more faith in God. Jesus so often told his disciples
that. He told them how God will take care of the birds.
He said we should have faith in God’s protecting care
and not worry about what we shall eat or wear. He
said we ought to have more faith in God when we pray
and believe that he loves us and will give us the things
we need. Of course, if we ask for things that are harm
ful for us, God must answer “no” but we must have
faith that he will always take care of us and give us
what is best for us.
Our text says: “For we walk by faith, not by sight.”
Did you ever walk on a country road when the moon
was dark and the clouds kept the stars from shining?
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If you did, and did not carry a flashlight, you walked by
faith.
Sometimes an airplane pilot must “fly blind.” The
clouds or the fog make it impossible for him to see
the ground. He watches his instruments and flies by
their guidance. He must have faith to “fly blind.”
The other day while on a fishing trip, I had a fine
lesson in faith. Here is the fishing rod I used. Have
you ever fished with a rod and reel? This reel is sup
posed to stay clamped on the rod, but as I was working
my way along the stream, it bounced off—just like that
—and there it went, out of sight, into a deep pool of
water. Because the water was a bit murky, I could not
see it, but I knew it was down there somewhere.
How could I get my reel back? Can any of you give
me a suggestion? Take off my coat and reach for it?
No, it was too deep for that. Poke around with a pole
and try to catch it with a prong? Maybe. But what if it
had rolled under a rock down there on the bottom? I’ll
tell you what I did, for I got my reel back all right.
I still held the line in my hand for the hook had caught
in the guides and had kept the line from going down with
the reel. I just held on to that line and kept pulling away.
Finally when all the line was unwound, I felt the reel
move. Then I carefully lifted it to the surface.
But I had learned something about faith on that fishing
trip. I think I found a new definition of faith. Faith
is holding onto the line and jjullingjaway^ and_neyer
once~dbubting. Isn’t that a pretty good definition? It
may take a long time, as it did for my line to unwind
from the reel; but we must not get discouraged. We
must hold on and keep pulling away. Then our faith
will be rewarded.

36
MOTHERS
"And his mother kept all these sayings m her heart."—Luke
2:516.
Object: Picture of Bryant Baker’s statue, the Pioneer Woman.

1

Out in Oklahoma is a little city which all boys and girls
would certainly enjoy visiting. There are many things
you would like to see for it is in the midst of Indian
country. Six tribes of Indians come to Ponca City to
do their trading. There are oil wells, grain elevators,
flour mills, and a great cotton gin. That is not all.
There is a three hundred acre bird refuge which is also
a beautiful park with all kinds of playground equipment
for boys and girls. Nine miles southwest of town is the
famous “101” ranch where cowboys hold their annual
round-up.
But the attraction near Ponca Gty that especially
would interest us on Mother’s Day is a statue thirtyfive feet high. This statue, that has become known all
over the country, is the work of the sculptor, Bryant
Baker.
The picture before us is of that famous statue. If
you let your imaginations work for you, you can picture
it as it stands at the roadside, visible for many miles
around. The “Pioneer Woman” is one of the finest
monuments honoring motherhood that we have in Amer
ica. It represents many of the splendid traits which
mothers have and it portrays them in a striking way.
Here is motherhood of the early days in our country,
yet a young and beautiful mother. We are reminded of
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the mother of Abraham Lincoln, of whom he said, “All
that I am, all that I ever hope to be, I owe to my angel
mother.” She is courageous, for we read in our histories
of the dangers that our pioneer mothers faced in the
early days—dangers from Indians, wild beasts, and all
the other perils of the wilderness. We know that only
mothers with courage could have stood the test.
The pioneer mother’s courage is coupled with faith.
She is strong because she trusts in God. Notice the
Bible gripped tightly in her hand. Though she is going
into a wild and unknown country far from her old home
and friends, she has her guide book with her and feels
secure.
What a small bundle of worldly goods she carries
with her! It reminds us of Jesus’ sermon about treas
ure. Her treasures are stored up “Where neither moth
nor rust doth consume, and where thieves do not break
through nor steal.”
But her greatest treasure is by her side. It is a junior
boy. What a splendid fellow he is! His left hand is
clenched into a fish for he is ready to protect his mother
from any danger that may arise. His handsome head
is bared to sun and rain. His eager eyes look forward
to a great adventure. But notice how he holds his
mother’s hand and how she holds his.
How proud the mother is of her son and how proud
the boy is of his mother. We are reminded of the pic
ture of Jesus in the temple at the age of twelve. You
remember Jesus’ mother had thought he was lost and
had looked for him for three days before finding him
in the temple. Jesus did not realize he had caused his
mother to worry about him for he said: “How is it
that ye sought me? Knew ye not that I must be in my
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Father’s house?” Then a beautiful word is recorded of
Jesus’ mother. She did not fully understand what this
meant but she “kept all these sayings in her heart.”
Isn’t that true of mothers? Your mother has a little
book somewhere in which she has written down things
you said when you were just beginning to talk. If she
hasn’t a book with such sayings, she has the sayings
“in her heart.” Your mother loves you more than you
can possibly imagine or understand. Like this pioneer
mother, she is looking wistfully into the future and see
ing visions and dreaming dreams of her boy and girl in
the days to come. She wants you to be good, and she
wants you to be brave and strong.
On Mother’s Day we wear a flower in honor of
Mother. We sing hymns in her praise and read poems
that tell of her love. The noblest way to honor our
mothers is the way Jesus did. As we read more of the
story from the second chapter of Luke, we find that
Jesus went back to his home with father and mother
and “was subjected unto them.” He was an obedient
boy and a good son.
The last verse of the chapter paints a beautiful pic
ture of his life as a boy. “And Jesus advanced in
wisdom and stature, and in favor with God and men.”
Stated simply, Jesus grew taller and stronger of body;
he grew in understanding and knowledge. His neighbors
became his friends. He found favor with God and
always obeyed the will of his heavenly Father. As we
try to honor our mothers today, we can do no better
than to determine to follow the example of Jesus and,
day by day, grow in mind as well as body, and grow
in friendship with God as well as with our neighbors
and schoolmates.

31
“I’D
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Objects: A prune, peach, pickle, and apple.
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Once I knew two little girls who were just the same
age, just the same size, and who were both pretty when
they smiled.
Still those two girls were as different as different
could be, for if Mother asked one to run an errand, she
would always smile and say: “I’d love to, Mother,”
and skip and sing as she hurried on her way.
If the other little girl were asked to do something
she would always frown and say: “Well, I don’t want
to, but I guess I’ve got to!” Then she would whine
and pout and drag her feet along and finally get the
thing done.
Now as these two little girls grew older and larger,
they had friends who invited them to go many places
and to do interesting things. Always when the one was
asked she would say: “I’d love to!” She would be
so delighted and so happy that everyone liked her to be
around. Others always thought of her when they had
something nice to share.
The other girl, though she grew older and taller, still
kept her frown. When she was asked to do something
or to go somewhere she would look bored and say:
“Well, I don’t want to, but I guess I will.” Acquaintances
would not ask her a second time because they did not
want to bore her or have her do what she did not want
to do. So she had fewer and fewer friends----One day a group of young people were talking to
gether when they saw these two girls go by.
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“Isn’t Lois a peach?” said one.
They all agreed about the girl who always said: “I’d
love to!” They had little to say about Doris, but one
whispered to another: “I think she is a prune!”
It was not very nice for the young people to say such
a thing about Doris but she had allowed her good nature
to get so dry and shriveled up that she reminded people
of a prune.
Now across the street from where these two girls
lived were two boys. They, too, were about the same
age and nearly the same size but they, too, were very
different in one way.
John always went down the street whistling a tune.
He was just as ready to help with the work at home as
he was to join in a game on the playground. He was a
“good scout” and a fine fellow.
Henry never wanted to do anything that other people
wanted to do. He was always glum and grouchy. He
kicked sticks as he walked down the street, threw rocks
at stray dogs, and whenever he played with the boys
he was either picking a fight or saying the game was not
fair. He was hard to get along with.
By and by these two boys grew up and went to take
their places in the business world. John was liked by
everyone. He had no trouble getting a job. People
came to the store where he worked because they liked
to have him wait on them. They said of him: “Isn’t
John a pippin?”
But for Henry they had no good word. When they
talked of him they said: “He’s as sour as a pickle.”
If girls wish to be peaches and boys would like to be
pippins, the best plan I know to grow that way is to
begin today learning to say: "I’d love to!”

38
BRANCHES
"I am the vine, ye are the branches;.... apart from me ye can
do nothing."—John 15:5.

Object: A small branch or a sprig of grapevine.

One day some men were boasting about what they could
do. They were sitting before the fireplace of a hunting
lodge. One man claimed he was such a good woodsman
that he could go into the Maine woods with no food
supplies, no tools or weapons except a hunting knife,
with only his bathing trunks as clothing, and after
three months come back to civilization as well-fed as
when he entered the woods, and wearing clothing of
his own make. The other men laughed and attempted
to prove to the man that he could not do such a thing.
But he insisted that he could live by his own hands and
head and take care of himself in the midst of the great
woods.
Just how would that man have fared if he had actu
ally tried his experiment? I think he would have suc
ceeded for he knew woodcraft and was perfectly at home
in the forest. He knew the habits of animals and birds;
he had studied trees, herbs, and food plants. It was
easy for him to make a fire with two pieces of flint and
some punk. He knew how to fashion crude tools and
weapons from stone and wood; how to make a bow and
arrow, and to build a shelter and a bed from tree
branches.
What this man forgot in his boasting was that he
would not really be alone in the woods. With him
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would go all the hosts of people who had made the dis
coveries which he would be putting to use. His pro
tection in this adventure would come from ages past,
handed down from father to son, and passed on from
one nation, race or tribe to another. His only true
pride could come from the fact that he had learned to
do these things which most people today feel are un
necessary. The woodsman’s skill, the daring of the
hunter with crude weapons, the rare knowledge of the
habits of wild animals and birds—all these things he had
learned from others. These are not new skills he was
boasting about, but they are half-forgotten ones.
Jesus warned his disciples of the necessity to remem
ber that our lives are the gift of others. He said that
they were branches. He is the vine. A branch cut away
from the vine could not have life. It would no longer
bear fruit.
I think the electric light above us will make clear
the connection between the teaching of Jesus and the
story of the boasting man. What makes the light glow
so brightly? It is the electricity, of course. Electricity
is sometimes called “juice.” If we were to call it “sap”
instead of “juice” we should have an example of the vine
and the branch. The light is bright only as long as the
contact is kept and the electricity “sap” flows through
the wire from the power house. When that connec
tion is broken and the current cannot flow through,
the light instantly goes out.
The memory of man is like that "sap.” Perhaps we
should say that the learning power of man is like it.
The way we live today depends on the constant flow of
this memory stream.
Jesus was teaching a great lesson when he talked
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of the vine and the branches. It is the law of life. It
applies everywhere we go and in everything we do.
Just as the diver in his diving suit must keep his “life
line” clear so that the pumpers on the surface can sup
ply him with air, so we must keep our “life line” clear
to God. The lives of our spirits are dependent on him.
“In him we live and move and have our being.” What
a privilege, though, to be branches of his vine—to
receive strength from his Spirit—for then we have life
and have it to the full 1

39
DOING A GOOD JOB
"And God saw everything that he had made, and, behold, it was
very good."—Gen. 1:31.

Objects: Sprig of arbutus or other small wild flower, sea shell,
bright colored rock, etc.

Dr. C. H. Barlow, that great missionary doctor, was
taking a walk with a friend along the banks of the river
Nile in Egypt. Suddenly he stopped and picked up a
piece of the stone called jasper.
“Elmer,” he said to his companion, “the great Master
Artist has painted a picture inside this rock and I am
going to unveil it.”
Taking a hammer from his knapsack, Dr. Barlow
gave the stone a quick, sharp blow and cracked it in
two. Sure enough, there inside the stone, were outlines
of trees and hills tinted in beautiful colors and looking
very much like a painted landscape.
But the picture was even more beautiful than it seemed
at first. The rock was taken home, where it was polished
carefully and then fitted into a wooden frame. As he
looked at it, the doctor remembered a scene he had ad
mired and photographed when working as a missionary
in China years before. Hastily he looked through his
photograph album for the picture. When the photo
graph was compared with the picture discovered in the
middle of the rock, they were found to be almost exactly
alike—except that the rock picture had the additional
beauty of color.
God paints beautiful pictures even where the eye of
man has never looked. His work is always good even
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though it is hidden from view. In the springtime in
the woods you can brush aside the leaves and find the
trailing arbutus blossoms. They are fragrant and pretty
—one of the sweetest of flowers. Yet hundreds of
thousands of these lovely flowers that bloom every year
are never seen by anyone.
God is different from man in his work, He never
says: “This part won’t be seen, so I will not bother
about doing a good job here.”
His work is always well done whether it is exposed
to view or is so deeply hidden that it will never be dis
covered. Some of the most beautiful shells, sea plants,
and fish are found at the bottom of the ocean. Only
by chance are they discovered. At Catalina Island, off
the coast of Los Angeles, you can go out in a glass
bottom boat and see some of these beautiful ocean
wonders. If you were to dive down and get some of
these shells or plants, you would find each one perfect
in shape and gorgeous in color.
For thousands of years there was a whole world of
beauty that God had made which men did not know
existed. That was before the invention of the microscope.
Today, when we peep into a microscope at tiny crystals
and sections cut from plant stems, we see designs so
beautiful that we say, “Oh” and “Ah.”
Our text says that God looked at everything he had
made and, “Behold, it was very good.” All of God’s
work is good. He never does a careless job. His work
manship is always perfect.
Of course, it is easy to see that if we are honest and
square, we will do our very best all the time. I like to
think of Jesus as a boy working there in the carpenter
shop. He made ox yokes and ploughs and chairs, I sup-
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pose, and other things that were made of wood and used
in the house or in the field. But I am sure that every
thing that Jesus made was perfect in workmanship.
No one ever bought an ox yoke from him that was
unfinished or rough on the neck of the ox that wore it.
No one ever bought a chair from his shop that broke
down or came to pieces because it was not well made.
Jesus always did his very best.
We like to have a mark to shoot at. Why not take
the target of our text as we go about our work at home
and at school? Why not try to do our work so well
that when it is finished and we look at it, we may say:
“It is very good”?
When we work carefully we have the fun of knowing
we have done well and then we usually get a bigger
and more important job to do. The words of Jesus are
for all who do good work and give the very best they
have:
“Well done, good and faithful servant: thou hast
been faithful over a few things, I will set you over many
things; enter thou into the joy of thy lord.”

40
CHRIST IN THE TEMPLE
“They found him in the temple, sitting in the midst of the
teachers, both hearing them, and asking them questions.”—
Luke 2:46.
Picture: "Christ and the Doctors,” by Heinrich Hofmann.

Among the beautiful paintings of the scene of Jesus
in the temple, the three most interesting to me are the
one by Holman Hunt, called “Finding the Boy Christ
in the Temple”; the one by Hermann Clementz, called
“The Boy Christ in the Temple” and the one before us
today, painted by Heinrich Hofmann and called “Christ
and the Doctors.”
Look now at the interesting persons in the picture.
Unlike other pictures of this occasion, Hofmann shows
very little of the temple itself. His picture is a “close
up” of a little group of rabbis or teachers, with Jesus
in the center. Only small sections of two pillars of the
temple are seen. Most of the picture is of people, not
the building.
Look closely at these rabbis. By noticing their fine
robes you may know they are prominent men who hold
high places in the temple. More important than their
robes is a study of their faces.
The man seated at the right is the chief rabbi of the
group. He is sitting in the chair of honor and authority
as one who best understands the meaning of the re
ligious law. It is probable that Jesus was thinking of
this very man when he later said: “The Scribes and
Pharisees sit in Moses’ seat.” This man in the chair
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is a learned scholar. He is answering the questions of
Jesus by reading from his Bible. He knows just where
to look for every answer.
The next person—the man with the bald head—is
talking to Jesus and is probably arguing with him,
though in a kindly way. He does not agree with Jesus
on the meaning of a passage, though he is not the kind
of teacher who would say to a boy: “You are all
wrong. I will tell you the truth about this matter.”
I am not so sure about the other two men on either
side of the bald-headed man. The one sitting in Moses’
seat and the man with the white beard, leaning with both
hands on his cane, do not appear to be so kindly. They
look as though they think Jesus is a bit too “smart”
for one of his age and are about to tell him so. They
are not the kind that have very much patience with a
boy, but wish to show him where he is wrong and
“straighten him out” on the subject.
On the opposite side of the picture are two other
men. The one whose fat face we see in the background
is just about to leave. He is tired of listening to a boy
tell what he thinks about the law. What does a boy
know about it anyway ? But the man with the thoughtful
look, leaning on the reading desk and stroking his beard
while holding a scroll behind him, is thinking very
seriously about what the boy Jesus has just said. He
seems to be saying to himself: “Though I never thought
of it just that way, what this boy says may be right.
He has helped me to see something I never saw in that
text before.”
It is thought by many that this man is Nicodemus.
He it was who later came to visit Jesus by night and
addressed him as a “teacher come from God.”
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Of course the great attraction of the picture is the
boy Jesus himself. Notice his beautiful face and his
earnestness as he talks with the teachers. Notice how
Jesus is not only in the center of the picture but is
the center of interest. All the doctors are looking at
him and all are listening to what he is saying.
This is a beautiful picture, full of meaning for all of
us. It is the kind of picture we want to look at so long
and so carefully that we “engrave” it or “photograph”
it upon our minds. Then we can close our eyes and
see it in the gallery of our imagination at any time.
The picture preaches a great sermon. It says that
junior boys and girls belong in the temple just as do
grown men and women. It also says it is good for the
church to have juniors there. It is a junior’s business to
ask questions. It is good for the deacons and trustees
and other leaders in the church to answer a junior’s ques
tions. You learn by asking and they keep young by
being interested in you and your questions.
One of the most beautiful pictures of our church is
the picture of the Board of Deacons receiving a class
of junior boys and girls for church membership. The
deacons are happy to have you come. You are happy
to be able to become a real part of the church. May
you always be found in the temple—and may you keep
asking questions! Do not stop with questions but learn
to take your place in the work of the church and keep
busy serving the Lord.

41
THE HOPE OF THE WORLD
"Suffer the little children io come unto me; forbid them not:
for to such belongeth the kingdom of God.”—Mark 10:14&.

Object: A copy of Harold Copping’s picture: “The Hope of
the World.”
Jesus is the greatest friend the children of the world
have ever had. No wonder they loved him when he
walked the paths of Palestine. No wonder they love him
today. Children’s Day could be called the day of “Jesus
and the Children,” for it is in Jesus’ name that children
celebrate today. It is because of Jesus’ love for children
that other people have become interested in them. Of
course, fathers and mothers have always loved their own
children, but Jesus taught love for all children.
Think of our schools where boys and girls are given
an education. Think of our parks and playgrounds
with slides, swings, teters, ball diamonds, and swimming
pools. Think of our summer camps with the fun of
living in cabins and enjoying the out-of-doors from
early morning until dark.
One day when Jesus was preaching, a few boys and
girls came up to get closer to him to show him they
loved him, and perhaps to ask him for a special story
all their own. Remember how the grown-up people
scowled at them? The disciples spoke to their parents
and said: “Can’t you see Jesus is very busy? Don’t
let your children flock around him and annoy him as
they are doing just now.” But Jesus didn’t want to be
protected from the children. He loved them and was
delighted that they wanted to get close to him. He did
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a bit of scolding himself, but it wasn’t the children he
scolded, it was the disciples. He said: “Suffer the little
children to come unto me; forbid them not: for to
such belongeth the kingdom of God.” Then it is easy for
us to imagine that Jesus and the children spent an un
troubled hour as he told stories just for them and listened
to their happy chatter.
Several artists have painted pictures of this scene
and these pictures are some of the most beautiful of all
the pictures of the life of Jesus. Some of these pictures
are what we call realistic. They try to show in the pic
ture what Jesus and the children probably looked like
that day in his ministry.
Another kind of picture is the idealistic. That is, the
artist paints an idea into his picture. He does not try
to paint the characters just as they actually appeared
but he paints a great truth by adding figures and
changing the clothing and setting in such a way as to
tell a story through the picture.
Such an idealistic picture is Harold Copping’s “The
Hope of the World.” The children in this picture are
not children of Palestine but children of all the world.
Notice how many races and nations are represented by
these boys and girls.
The tiniest tot of them all, sitting on Jesus’ knee and
looking so lovingly and dreamily into his face, is a little
girl of India. Her skin is the color of milk chocolate
and her hair is black as a raven’s wing. She is wearing
a long dress, and a beautiful shawl is draped over her
head and shoulders. How contentedly she sits there I
Behind her, peeping over her shoulder and resting
her hand affectionately upon the little girl of India is
a golden-haired American girl.
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How interested the little Chinese boy seems to be
in the story Jesus is telling. Jesus looks directly into
his eager eyes as he leans back on Jesus’ knee, so
absorbed that he doesn’t realize he is pulling his queue.
The little girl from Hawaii—or is she from the East
Indies—shows her love of the beautiful by the shell
necklace she wears and the flowers in her hair. She
is fascinated as she watches the movement of those
wonderful lips of the Master.
Look at the little naked negro boy in the foreground.
He could sit all day in the grass and listen to the kind
of stories Jesus tells. He would rather do that than
fish in the lake or climb the hill or throw rocks into the
water. What fun it is to be with the greatest Friend
children ever had!
The arms of Jesus hold the children of all nations.
He tenderly draws them to himself. The flowers peep
up at him between the blades of grass and from behind
the rocks. The blue sky smiles down upon them. These
happy children will always remember as the most glorious
day of all their lives, this day they spent in the fields
with Jesus, their Friend.
Yes, the artist painted an idea when he painted this
picture, but an idea which is both beautiful and true.
Jesus is the great loving friend of the children of all
the nations. They learn to know and to love each other
as they gather at his feet. He gives them a task to do
for him. We can imagine his saying: “Children, you
are the hope of the world. Keep your faith in God.
Live always as his dear children and remember you are
all brothers and sisters of his great family in your Father’s
world. Help make it a great brotherhood of peace and
love throughout the whole wide earth.”

42
BOOKS TO BURN
. Brought their books together and burned them in the sight
of all."—Acts 19:19.

Objects: Several books, some old, some new. Variety may be
had by cutting out the center of some worthless book so that it
looks like a real book but is only a shell. A trick book that ex
plodes when opened. This can be found at stores handling
souvenirs and novelties.

1

When Paul was preaching in the city of Ephesus, he
had some trouble with men who practiced “black magic.”
They were bad men who took advantage of people by
their use of tricks. They claimed to heal diseases and
do many wonderful things, but their real purpose was to
get money without working for it. So powerful was
Paul’s preaching and so great a revival of religion arose
in that city, that many of these magicians became
frightened and gave up their evil practices. They
brought their books which told how to perform the
tricks that they used to deceive people. They burned
them in the public square.
It was well that these bad books were burned. They
were fit only to make a good bonfire. There are books
today like those evil books of the magicians. We should
recognize them so we can put them where they belong
—in the fire instead of in our libraries or in our heads.
On the table here we have three or four kinds of
books and I am going to ask Keith, David, Ronald, and
Benny to help me show them to you.
Keith, pick up that first book, please, and open it
so we can see inside. Did you ever see such a book?
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It is hollow. It looks like an ordinary book but there
is absolutely nothing in it. Now that is very much like
many books on the newsstands and book racks today.
They are worthless, and no boy or girl should waste
good time reading them.
Benny, open your book and let us take a look at
it. BANG! My, that must be a dangerous book! It
actually exploded when Benny opened it. Of course
it is just a trick book used to play an April fool joke,
but it is very much like some books we see today that
claim to be real books. It represents books that are
actually dangerous because of the wrong ideas they con
tain. There are books which tell how racketeers and
thieves and gangsters live their terrible lives and plan
the horrible things they do. There are many of these
books that tell their stories through cartoons and pic
tures and they are perhaps the worst of the lot. Their
comic pictures attract attention; when boys and girls
read them, crooked ideas are given a chance to wriggle
into their minds. You know you cannot touch dirt or
soot without getting some on your hands. You cannot
hear or read or see the pages of a dirty book without
getting some of the dirt on your mind.
Of course you boys and girls would not want to read
such a book, but sometimes you pick up a book like
that and do not know it is the wrong kind. It doesn’t
say it is bad. Not at all! In fact most bad books,
like bad people, pretend to be good. They put on a
false face and look like what they are not.
There are plenty of splendid books in the city and
school libraries whose stories are so interesting that you
will not want to put the book down after you start
reading until you have finished the last page. Why
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don’t you ask Mother and Father and Teacher to help
you pick out the good books that help your mind to
grow and that stretch your imagination up instead of
down: books that tell you about great men and women
who are real heroes both of history and of make-believe
land?
Ronald, what is the title of your book? “Treasure
Island” by Robert Louis Stevenson. That book tells a
thrilling .tale. There are places in the story where as
you read your hair seems to stand straight up, little
tickles run up and down your backbone. “Treasure
Island” is a great book which all of you should read.
It is just one of hundreds of good books you may read.
Some of them you will want to read more than once.
There is one other book here on the table. I will ask
David to hold it up so all can see it. Yes, a Bible. I
put it in this group of books because it is the very best
book of all. Among the hundreds of good books you will
enjoy reading, this one belongs right on top. As you
know, it is not just one book but a whole library, for
there are thirty-nine books in the Old Testament and
twenty-seven in the New Testament. The Bible is the
Book of books and I am glad that you Juniors have
learned how to handle it so that you can find your place
when you are given a reference by chapter and verse.
A fine habit is to read a chapter or two in the Bible
every day. It will put beautiful thoughts in your mind
and start your day off in the right direction.
It would be a fine thing if all the bad and worthless
books in town could be collected and piled together, as
they were that day in Ephesus, and burned. But the
good books ought to be read. Read all the good books
you can, and read the Bible most of all.

43
PICTURES OF GOD
"No man hath seen God at any time"—John 1:18.

Object: A choice rose.

One day a man, who is known as the owner of an un
usually beautiful flower garden, startled me by asking:
“Would you like to see a picture that God made?”
I was about to explain to him that I didn’t quite under
stand, that there must be some mistake—no one could
have a picture God had made! But before I could say
anything he held up a beautiful rose for me to admire.
That man was partly right. His rose did picture or
reflect God’s love of beauty. It was not only a piece of
God’s handiwork—it also told something about the mind
and heart of God. In a way, everything that God has
made is a “picture” of him. This is true of a flower,
a sunset, or a rainbow.
These beautiful things are gifts of love. God gives
us bread, food, and clothing. Besides these, he sends
us love gifts of beautiful things, like flowers and blue
mountains. Your parents give you a new dress or a
coat which you need. They give you three meals a day,
too. But oftentimes you receive some beautiful thing
that you can neither wear nor eat—something you do
not really need but enjoy having—just because your
parents love you and wish to make you happy. That
is why God makes the flowers grow for us to enjoy—
because he loves us! They are “pictures” of his love
for us.
These are camera days. Many boys and girls have
138

PICTURES OF GOD

i

139

cameras and like to go around looking for interesting
pictures to take. May I suggest that you make a special
tour some time and search for pictures that remind you
of God’s love. We usually find what we are looking
for. I believe you will find many pictures that will tell
the story of the goodness and love of God.
Recently, in one morning, I saw three “pictures” that
told of God’s love.
First, there was a mother singing to her baby and
looking at him with loving eyes. Then I saw a little
girl befriend a stray kitten that was hungry and
frightened. For her kindness, the kitten was purring his
thanks to the little girl. The last picture I saw that
morning was a boy leading a blind man across the street.
The man had been waiting on the curb for some time,
afraid to cross by himself. Then the boy came along
with a cheerful—“Good morning, Sir! Just let me take
your arm and we will step across this street without
any trouble at all 1” A happy smile came to the face
of the blind man as they went across the street arm in
arm.
All of these scenes seemed to reflect God’s love, be
cause it was God who put radiant love for her little
child in the heart of the mother; it was God who taught
the little girl to be kind to helpless creatures: it was God
who inspired the boy to offer his young, strong arm
to the blind man at the dangerous corner. God expresses
himself through the lives of his creatures and he wishes
to express his love through you and me every day.
The splendid part of seeing God in the beautiful pic
tures is that not only can we see “pictures” that tell of
God’s love, but we can ourselves be pictures for him!

44
GRASSHOPPERS

AND

GIANTS

"We were in our own sight as grasshoppers."—Num. 13:33b.

Object: An imitation grasshopper.

The story of the march of the children of Israel from
Egypt to the Promised Land is filled with interesting
events. God expects people to be brave, adventurous, and
alert when they follow him in quest of great treasure.
There is no place for cowards, lazy bodies or slackers.
It takes heroes and heroines to walk with God up to
the high places.
The scene of our story is laid on the very edge of the
Promised Land. The people have traveled across desert
and wilderness, and are in sight of the goal of their
dreams. They send out twelve spies to look over the
territory. The spies return with wonderful reports.
They tell of a land “flowing with milk and honey."
They bring samples of the fruit—great bunches of lus
cious grapes, pomegranates and figs. The people want to
go immediately to possess the land.
Two of the spies, Caleb and Joshua, are eager to get
started. The other ten spies make a peculiar complaint.
They say: “Rich as the land is and fine as the fruit is,
we cannot go up there because it is guarded by giants!
Why, we were just like grasshoppers as compared with
those big fellows!”
Now the rest of the story takes forty years to tell;
but it is simply this: the people were willing to be
grasshoppers rather than “giant-killers,” so God let them
wander around in the wilderness for forty years until
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all who had grasshopper spirits were dead, and a race
of brave men and women had been raised up. Not till
then did God allow them to enter the Promised Land.
There are always people who are small in their own
eyes. They are the people who say, “It can’t be done....
we’ll surely fail if we try.... the odds are all against
us; let’s give it up!”
Let us imagine that ship of which Columbus was
the captain. His crew were strong men and good sailors.
But as they voyaged into unknown waters, their fears
and superstitions made them become weak. The terror
of great sea monsters and dragons made cowards of
them—turned them into human grasshoppers. They be
came such poor sailors that they disobeyed their captain
and tried to turn their ship back toward home.
But one really brave person always can lead cowards.
Columbus took control of those men. His courage and
faith led them to victory.
It always happens that way. We have recently been
hearing much about the necessity of keeping the Panama
Canal clear for ships in the present crisis. Grasshopper
spirits of twenty-five years ago would not even admit
that such a canal was possible. Many said that such a
big ditch could never be dug and kept free of landslides.
One man refused to be a grasshopper. Colonel Goethals
said the ditch could and would be dug. Working with
many fine engineers the problems of building the canal
were solved and work was begun.
The victory was not so easily won from the grass
hoppers, however. Another problem even more serious
than landslides arose. The lives of many men were in
volved in this new trouble. Again Colonel Goethals said
the problem could be solved and he found just the man
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to solve it. Colonel Gorgas was called to the Canal
Zone to rid the camps of yellow fever.
Yellow fever was not a giant—not the kind the spies
had seen in Canaan. It was a giant of destruction, how
ever. This disease which had raged through the camps
of the workmen was overcome when the health engineers
got to work cleaning up the swamps and living quarters
of the men so that the dread mosquito could not carry
its deadly germ into the camps.
Colonel Goethals and Colonel Gorgas changed the cry,
“It can’t be done!” and made it their victory cry, “It
shall be done!” Of course, they, like Columbus, were far
outnumbered by the grasshopper spirits. Men of courage
can always win. The years in the wilderness which
God gave to the grasshoppers of Moses’ time can be
avoided. God wants his children to go forward. But
those who have the courage and vision to progress must
always work against the grasshoppers.
No one wants to be a grasshopper. No one need be
a grasshopper. Instead of saying, “I can’t,” we will
say, “I shall try and I’ll give the very best I have.”
Such courage may not always end in the discovery of
a new world. It may not always build a canal which all
nations use. It will give God a chance to help us to
do the thing that needs to be done. Let us say, “I will I"

45
THE BUG THAT WAS
MADE A GOD
"That they should seek God, if haply they might feel after him
and find him.”—Acts 17: 27.
Objects: A June bug or beetle and a picture of an Egyptian
scarab.

I wish to tell you about the bug that became a god.
You have heard of the sacred cow of India and other
animals that have been thought of as gods. There are,
for instance, the crocodile of the Nile, the white elephant
of Siam, and the dragon of China. The Indians had
animals, such as the bear, the beaver, and the buffalo,
as their totems. But did you ever hear of a race of
people who thought that a certain bug was a god?
This story begins down under the ground. You boys
have dug up white grubs, I am sure. You find them
when digging in the ground for one reason or another.
The grub worm is blind and lives in the earth. It eats
the roots of grass and other small plants.
After this grub has lived in the ground for three
years, he crawls out of his cave and—believe it or not—
he is no longer a worm, but a June bug! These hardbacked brown and green June bugs come from white
grub worms. They belong to the Beetle family.
Did you know that the beetle is the strongest living
thing for his size? He is mightier than was Sampson.
If you could lift and carry as much for your size as
a June bug can for his size, you would be able to take
your house, lift it up from its foundation and push it
all over town.
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Beetles known as “scarabs” are found in great num
bers all around the shores of the Mediterranean Sea.
They are larger than our June bug. They are about an
inch and a half long and about an inch wide—large as
some of those giant beetles you sometimes see under
a street light, great big fellows with powerful claws
that you are glad to keep your fingers away from!
The Egyptians who lived before the days of Joseph,
greatly admired the scarab. They worshiped the sun be
cause they saw that the sun made the daylight and
brought them warmth and life. But they could not under
stand what it was that pushed the sun over the sky
each day at just the right time. After watching the
habits and observing the strength of the scarab beetle
day after day, a new idea came to them. They decided
it must be a giant scarab that pushed the sun across the
sky. Then their thought was that the little scarab was
really a god.
Now there was another thing that encouraged the
Egyptians in this idea about the scarab. They observed
that he lived in the ground and would bury himself as
people bury their dead, but he would not stay buried.
He would come out again, alive, and fly up into the
sky. They thought, therefore, that little bug certainly
was a god.
Their idea of resurrection after death came also from
their study of the scarab. They said that just as their
bug-god rose again after he was dead, so they, too,
would rise. That caused them to build those wonderful
tombs for their kings and to place in the tombs the gold
and silver instruments which the dead were expected to
use when they again arose to life.
Images of the bug that was a god to the ancient
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Egyptians are seen inscribed on their tombs, carved into
their stone monuments, and woven into their tapestries.
These pictures usually show the bug, the sun in his
claws, his wings outspread, flying up into the sky.
The scarab-god reminds us of one of the great reasons
for our sending missionaries to other lands. All peoples
are religious. All of them worship some kind of god.
Our first great missionary, the apostle Paul, once said
of such people, they “seek God, if haply they might feel
after him and find him.” Without a teacher, they have
wrong ideas of what God is like.
We who know Christ and his teachings about God
have a wonderful opportunity. We can share our knowl
edge of the true God with people of other lands who are
feeling after him in the dark and have not clearly under
stood what he is like. How happy they will be when
they come to know that God is the Heavenly Father
and that Jesus came into the world to tell all people of
God’s love for them!

I
I
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46
CONCEALED WEAPONS
"Their tongue is a deadly arrow; it speaketh deceit.”—Jer. 9:8.

This time I did not bring an object for our talk. I
thought perhaps one of you boys would have something
we could use. Jack, will you please come up here and
let me search your pockets? I know that a boy has just
about everything in his pocket that he may happen to
need. Jack, do you happen to have a gun or a dagger
or some kind of a weapon in your pocket? No?
Will you open your mouth just a little, please? I
thought so! You may not know it, but you are carrying
a concealed weapon in your mouth!
Many times in Scripture the tongue is referred to as
a weapon. Jeremiah calls it a deadly arrow. James
says it is a fire that may start other bad fires around
the neighborhood if one is not careful. But a tongue
is a fire or a deadly weapon only when it is used in a
wrong way. The tongue can be a great “preacher” of
God’s love and truth.
Many things that we might mention can be used for
good or for evil. Think of the airplane, for instance.
Not so long ago we read in the newspaper about a little
boy who was very seriously ill. When the doctors ex
amined him and thought what might be done to save his
life, they said: “There is a great hospital in Rochester,
Minnesota, where a surgeon has been doing some unusual
operations. If only we could get this boy there in time,
this surgeon might be able to operate and save the boy’s
life.” An airplane was used to speed that little boy to the
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hospital. That airplane saved a life and made a whole
family grateful and happy.
But there are airplanes in Europe today that are carry
ing bombs and parachute soldiers, and all the horrible
weapons of war. Airplanes can be used both for mercy
and for destruction.
But, getting back to that concealed weapon in Jack’s
mouth, we need to do a bit of figuring to know just how
to use it for good. How many ears do you have Jack?
How many eyes? How many hands and feet?
Did it ever occur to you to wonder why you have two
eyes, two ears, two hands, and two feet, and only one
tongue? When we think how much trouble can be
caused by a tongue that says too much, tells an untruth,
uses bad words or calls other boys and girls mean names,
we may decide that one tongue is enough 1 Does it not
mean something like this: hear twice as much as you
tell. Look twice before you talk. Use those hands and
feet to do good rather than simply talk about it. Work
much and say little.
That is the best way to figure if you want your tongue
to be a messenger of peace and good will and not a con
cealed weapon of evil. Look and listen, work and wait
—but don’t talk too much! Learn always to say kind
things—not things that hurt; to say good things, not bad;
and to speak truth, not falsehood. Such a tongue can
glorify God and be a blessing to everyone.

f

47
THE SUNDIAL’S SERMON
"Whatsoever things are true.... honorable.... just.... pure....
.... lovely ....of good report;.... think on these things."—
Phil. 4:8.

Object: A sundial.

Today we live by the clock. We must get up on time,
go to school on time, have our lunch on time, go back
to school on time, take some time to play and rest and
go to bed at the strike of the clock. Did you ever ask
someone the time and have him look out the window
and say, “Why, it is daytime”? He says that for a
joke; but in the very early days before men had in
vented clocks and watches, the cavemen and savages
just divided time into day and night. They had no way
of measuring hours or minutes. The earliest clock was
a natural sundial—a cliff or tall rock or tree stump.
Men who lived near such a rock or stump noticed that
as the sun came up, the shadow cast by that object was
at first very long, then as the sun got higher in the
sky, the shadow became shorter. At noon there was no
shadow at all because the sun was directly overhead.
Then the shadow grew longer and longer until sunset.
The ancient Chinese had sundials. So did the Romans.
When inviting company to come over for supper, they
would say: “Come over to my house when your shadow
is six times as long as your foot.” Or if they meant at
noon, they would say: “Come when your shadow is
under your feet.”
The Romans set up high stone columns as sundials.
They stationed soldiers near these columns to shout the
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time each hour. As people were working, and had no
clock to glance at, instead of listening for the town clock
bell, they would listen for the watchman of the city sun
dial to sing out the time.
When the hourglass was invented that counted the
time by sand dropping through, and later when clocks
were made to run by water, poor people were unable to
buy such clocks and continued to use their sundials. Of
course we use the sun today to tell time for it is the
earth turning on its axis before the sun that makes our
day and night.
Though our watches and clocks are beautiful and more
accurate than the old-fashioned sundial, I believe the sun
dial is still the friendliest of clocks, and a good preacher,
too. If you boys and girls will stand around our sun
dial here on the table, we will use some artificial sun
light and show how the dial tells the time of day. What
time is it now by the dial ? Watch how fast I can make
the hours fly as I move my light around. What time
is it now?
LaJune, will you please read the sundial’s sermon
for us? You will find it printed right around his face.
“My face records only the sunny hours; what can you
say for yours?”
Of course the sundial can tell the time only when the
sun is shining. But after all, isn’t that a fine way to
keep time? There are a lot of unpleasant things we
would rather forget than remember. There are lots of
times when we were unhappy or blue or glum. The
times we wish to remember are the happy hours, and the
hours when everything was sunny and bright because
we were thinking beautiful thoughts and doing kind
deeds.
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You know the sundial has the right kind of face. Our
faces, too, make a record of our lives. People who scowl
and frown all the time come to have wrinkles in their
faces so deep that it becomes hard for them to smile.
People who are always finding fault and complaining
make lines in their faces that run the wrong way. We
can read them almost as plainly as a sign in the front
yard. Their sign says: “Keep out.” People who are
kindly and friendly write on their faces an invitation
which says, “Welcome.” Such people have troubles and
sorrows just like other people, but they follow the sun
dial’s advice and record only the sunny hours.
Now let us look at our Bible text. It sounds as
though the writer had the sundial in mind when he
wrote it. “Finally, brethren, whatsoever things are true,
whatsoever things are honorable, whatsoever things are
just, whatsoever things are pure, whatsoever things are
lovely, whatsover things are of good report; if there be
any virtue, and if there be any praise, think on these
things.” What a splendid list of good things to think
about. What we think about is very important also.
In Proverbs we read: “As a man thinketh in his heart,
so is he.” Someone else put it this way:

“Sow
Sow
Sow
Sow

a Thought, and you reap an Act;
an Act, and you reap a Habit;
a Habit, and you reap a Character;
a Character and you reap a Destiny.”

Our faces, in fact, are something like a sundial—with
our noses standing up like the “style” that casts the
shadow. Like the sundial’s our faces should record just
the sunny, happy hours. Our smiles will help bring out
smiles on other faces.

\
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PUPPET

OR

PERSON?

"And God created man in his own image."—Gen. 1: 27.

Object: A puppet
During these days when war is raging in the world
and the newspapers are filled every day with the horrible
things that happen to people when great guns are firing
and bombs are being dropped from airplanes in the sky,
you have heard the question: “Why doesn’t God stop
this terrible war and bring peace to men everywhere?”
Perhaps that is not the kind of question you boys and
girls would ask. You are not interested in war. You
are interested in bright cheerful wholesome things, like
games, playgrounds, baseball, and swimming. These are
just the things you should be interested in—things God
wishes you to enjoy. Yet, with so many people asking
the question about war, it might be well for us to try to
answer it so we may at least know how to think about
it. We shall not be able to handle such a big subject
but we can get hold of one corner of it at least.
God doesn’t like war. We can be sure of that. God
does not wish anyone to be killed. God doesn’t want
boys and girls to be hiding in a bomb-proof cellar
when they should be out in the sunshine. God doesn’t
like to see men sink ships, blow up railroads, or do
any of the terrible things that are a part of war. It is
not God who is doing these things, but men.
When armies go out to fight, both sides think God is
with them. Both think they are right and the other army
wrong. I imagine God feels much like a mother bear I
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once saw. Two little cubs were fighting and cuffing each
other roughly. The mother bear watched them for a time
and then she seemed to get tired of their fighting. She
ambled over to where they were and with one big smack
of her powerful paw sent both of them rolling and squeal
ing down the hillside. Neither cub was a victor. It is
certainly true that both sides lose in a war, for always
thousands of men are killed, cities and towns are de
stroyed, ships are sunk, and people are made poor for
many years to come.
But why does God let men fight? Why doesn’t he
pull them apart and stop the war? Perhaps we can
answer that question with this puppet. If Wayne will
come here and stand by the puppet, I shall ask you
a few questions. Can you tell which is Wayne and
which is the puppet? Of course you can. Which amounts
to more, Wayne or the puppet? That is an easy question,
too. Would you trade a brother or sister of yours for a
life-size puppet?
It looks as though all of you are of one opinion. A
real, live boy is worth more than any puppet. You re
member how hard Pinocchio tried to be a real boy and
how happy everyone was when he finally became a rosy,
healthy boy instead of a puppet of wood and paint.
The Bible tells us that God made man in his own
image. He made boys, not puppets. He made boys and
girls that talk and walk when they wish, rather than
when someone pulls a string.
Now it is hard to be a real boy or girl. You have
to work and you have to study when you really would
like to be playing. You have to listen to your conscience.
Sometimes it is pretty hard to decide to do right when
the wrong looks interesting and tempting.
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Real boys and girls have been about the same since
time began. Mothers have always said: “Fire will burn,
so don’t touch it.” But usually the small boy or girl
says: “Let me see if it burns.” Even though the mother
knows what will happen and warns her little boy or girl,
a little hand or foot will reach out to test it.
We have a fox terrier that is a pretty smart dog. We
tried to tell him that automobiles were dangerous and
that he must not go near them in the street. But he
thought they were something to play with and so ran
after them and barked. One day, when he was just a
puppy, he ran right into the side of an automobile and
was so badly hurt that he learned his lesson. It was
just good fortune that he was not killed. But from that
day to this, he is very careful not to cross the street when
an automobile is coming.
Getting back to our question about puppets and boys,
although God has told us in his Book that war is wrong
and has warned us that: “They that take the sword will
perish with the sword,” yet men are determined to try
it and see. They don’t learn from other men who have
fought wars before. They are like the small boys touch
ing the fire and getting burned.
Now could God stop a war? Could God stop a fight
on the playground? Could God keep a boy from getting
burned when he puts his hand in the fire? Yes, he could,
for God can do all things. But if he did, boys would
become puppets and would not grow up to be real persons.
For that reason, God does not stop wars and does not
reach down and snatch boys and girls from danger, but
allows them to learn and grow into real men and women.
It is a wonderful thing to be a boy or a girl and to
be made in the image of God. We are children of God.
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We call him our Heavenly Father, but we have minds
and wills of our own. We may disobey God if we want
to. Boys and girls sometimes disobey their parents. Most
boys and girls, however, wish to please their parents and
do right. Most boys think their dads are the finest fellows
in all the world. They want to be like Dad, they think
him the greatest chum of all the friends they have.
How happy our heavenly Father must be when we
look up to him with thankfulness and pride, and try to
please him every day that we may really grow tall and
strong in his image.

49
ME LAST!
"When ye come together to eat, wait one for another.”—1
Cot 11:33.
Objects: A glass jar with small mouth half filled with candy,
allowing child to insert hand only when fingers are extended.

Today is communion Sunday. It is well for us to search
our hearts and see just what kind of boys and girls we
are when we are really ourselves and do not have on our
special company manners. In two accounts of communion
services, as recorded in the New Testament, we find mir
rors. One is in the letter to the Corinthians, the eleventh
chapter, where Paul says he has heard that many of the
Corinthian church members are not loving the other mem
bers as they should. They have sharp words one with
another and even at the communion table, instead of wait
ing in order for each to have his turn, they are selfish
and greedy, not like Christian men and women. Paul
says, “Wherefore, brethren, when ye come together to
eat, wait one for another.”
Another such mirror is found in the accounts of the
first communion service which Jesus had with his disciples,
(Luke 22:24; John 13:5-16). You will remember that
at the time of that communion, the disciples were arguing
with one another as to which one was the greatest among
them. Each claimed himself to be greatest. Jesus did a
most unusual thing when he saw and heard what was
going on. He took a basin of water and a towel and
actually washed the feet of each of those quarreling dis
ciples. He taught them by an object lesson that true
greatness is measured by service and self-forgetfulness
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instead of self-importance and pride. He said: “He
that is the greater among you, let him become as the
younger; and he that is chief, as he that doth serve.”
Those disciples must have been very much ashamed of
themselves when they realized how selfishly they had
been acting.
I have asked Bobby to help me a bit this morning and I
think he will enjoy his job for he is to see how many
pieces of candy he can get out of this jar in one handful.
Bobby, you may have all the candy you can draw out at
one time. There, he must have a dozen pieces in his
hand now; but the hand won’t come out! You will have
to drop some of the candy in order to get the hand out,
won’t you? Still more will need to be dropped. Finally
out comes the hand with just one piece of candy!
Now Bobby is not greedy, but has simply been kind
enough to help us illustrate our text. Greedy people really
never get all they want. Always they must drop some
thing. If they are not willing to drop some of the things
they are clutching, they will drop something much more
important: perhaps their self-respect, or their good name,
or their friends, or their honor. A clutching hand is like
the claw of a wild beast or the talon of a bird of prey.
It is a terrible thing for a boy or girl to have such a
hand or to have the kind of character that goes with such
a grabbing, snatching hand. How much more beautiful
and useful is a hand open for friendliness and service.
How much more attractive is the person who awaits his
turn and quietly stands back in his place.
Years ago General Booth, who founded the Salvation
Army and was its commander-in-chief, wished to send
a Christmas message to the many divisions of the Army
all around the world. Of course such a greeting, going

ME LAST!

(

157

by cablegram, would cost a great deal for each word sent.
The General thought quite a while, carefully going over
the words that might express his feeling for all these
friends of his and still not cost a great deal of money.
Finally he wrote his cablegram and sent it around the
world. It contained just one word, but that word was
filled with love! The word was—“others.”
The story of General Booth recalls another story. It
is about a little girl who had just gone away from home
to school. She was getting acquainted with the other
girls one evening as they all sat about the fireplace. The
conversation went from one subject to another until
finally they were talking about mottoes. Someone sug
gested that each girl give her own motto and tell why she
had chosen it for her own life. As they went around the
circle, some of the girls gave some very interesting
mottoes. Some were in Latin, some in French, and some
in German. When all the rest had repeated their mottoes,
they came to this little girl who was trying to hide so
that she would not be called upon. But they insisted that
she give her motto as the others had done.
“I don’t have any motto like you girls have,” she
said. "I don’t know any Latin or French or German.
There is a rule, though, that I try to live by. It is simply
this: ‘Me last 1’ ”
Later that night when those girls were alone in their
rooms and thought about the circle chat, each girl said
to herself: “Really the best motto given tonight was the
one Gladys gave me: Me last!"
Certainly Gladys’ motto and General Booth’s Christmas
message carried the spirit of Jesus—that spirit which is
symbolized by the communion service and the sacrifice
of Jesus who gave himself for us.
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HOLDING AND HAVING
"All things are yours."—1 Cor. 3 : 21 £>.
Objects: A book, violin, pair of skates (or any other interesting
and useful objects).

Did you know that there is a lot of difference between
holding a thing and having it? Here are three objects
on the table, a book, a violin, and a pair of skates. They
are all mine, that is, they belong to me, yet though I
own them and hold them here before you, I really have
only the book. I have the skates just a little bit and the
violin I don’t have at all.
This sounds like a conundrum, doesn’t it? I think
Paul gave us a conundrum when he said: "All things
are yours; whether Paul or Apollos, or Cephas, or the
world, or life, or death, or things present, or things to
come; all are yours.” How can you and I claim all
these things—these great men, Paul, Apollos and Cephas,
the world, life, death, and time both, present and future ?
Here is the secret. To hold a thing is just to handle
it or take it in our hand, or even to buy it and call it
our own property. But to have a thing is to understand
it, to know it thoroughly, and to be able to use it. Now
when I said I have this book, I mean that I have read
it, I understand it, and I have its ideas in my mind. I
really have it. I could not have said that before I read
it, even though I had paid for it and it belonged to me.
Now I do not have this violin because I don’t under
stand it and I cannot play it. If I would take time to
study it and learn to play it, I might some day have the
violin; but just now I only hold it.
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I don’t really have these skates, for although I can
stand up on them and go around the pond on the ice,
I am not much of a skater, so I don’t more than half-way
have the skates.
I once heard of a rich man who had more money than
education. He wanted a beautiful house with a sunroom,
a living-room, and a library, like the fine houses he had
visited. After he had built the house and finished his
library, he bought some books. When the books came
he found they would not fit in the shelves. The carpen
ter, who did not know anything about books, had made
the shelves so shallow that when the books were in place,
the doors would not close. What was to be done? Well,
as a matter of fact the rich man didn’t care to read the
books. He just wanted them for looks. So he called
the carpenter back and had him saw off about an inch
from the front of each book. They then fit the cases and
looked all right as they stood on the shelves, though of
course they could not be read with so much of the printing
cut away.
That man owned his books but he did not have a
single one of them. A poor boy with a high school educa
tion who had read many of those books had more of them
than the rich man who owned them. The boy had them be
cause he had taken them into his own mind. He knew
not just the covers, but what was in them.
“All things are yours,” says Paul. You don’t need to
own a thing to have it. An artist has the sunset yet he
doesn’t own it. You may have anything you can under
stand and take the time and trouble to make a part of
yourself.
Since that is true, don’t you boys and girls want to
go out and have the world that really belongs to you?
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There are the beautiful flowers and birds, the blue skies
and trees—all just waiting for you to have them. They
may be in your own back yard but you will not have
them until you take time to look at them and understand
them and love them and make their beauty and loveliness
part of yourself.
That is God’s invitation to you. Here is his beautiful
world: take it, appreciate it, enjoy it, and make it your
very own.
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CONGRATULATIONS TO
OUR PASTOR
Through the years that our pastor
has been with us, one of his outstand
ing contributions to the life of our
church has been his continuing inter
est in the children. He has literally
set a little child in our midst.
He has done this not only by his
personal interest in each child but by
making a larger place for all the chil
dren in the worship services of the
church. His children’s talks on Sun
day mornings have appealed not only
to the boys and girls but their elders
have followed them eagerly as well.
Naturally, as a result Mr. Fischbach
has been asked again and again why
he did not write out these talks and
make them available for others who
might find them helpful.
This he has done and a few days
ago there came from The Judson
Press a volume of his children’s talks
with the fascinating title, “Squaring
Up.” taken from the first talk in the
book. We congratulate him upon this
contribution of his to the children’s
work not alone in our church but
throughout the denomination as well.

®WfflLING

fOH USE IN LIBRARY only

MARSHALL UNIVERSITY
LIBRARIES

■Himiinn
* 1 170229580*

1

■I

I

■

■i

' :1

■

■
■■

■

1
ii

• II
■
.
.

■

Ki£

.

' Ji

•
■

...>
■

■

«•------------- __ ---- ....

9v<:-1
;
-i
|

